Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



,p-\^<rtV 




% 



dfeMMiUtti 



mmm 



7^/ui£^^^ >^'A? Sa^^u^t / 



HE PARISH HYMNAL. 



AFTER THE ORDER OF 



THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. 



LONDON: 
BELL AND DALDY, YORK STREET, 

COVENT GARDEN. 
1873- 



',^Lti iinCHIItt 
r 24, 839 



ev 

S'iO 



HYMNS SPECIALLY SUITED TO THE 

FOLLOWING SUNDAYS AND 

HOLY DAYS. 



SUNDAYS AFTER TRINITY. 



First , 

Second 

Third. 

Fourth 

Fifth . 

Sixth . 

Seventh 

Eighth 

Ninth . 

Tenth 

Eleventh 

Twelfth 

Thirteenth 

Fourteenth 

Fifteenth 

Sixteenth 

Seventeenth 

Eighteenth 

Nineteenth 

Twentieth . 

Twenty-first 

Twenty-second 

Twenty-third" 

Twenty-fourth 

Twenty-fifth 



Hymns. 

63* 64 

65. 66 

67, 68 

73, 74 

75, 76 

8z, 82 

8s, 86 

87, 88 

«9, 90 



91, 
93, 
95, 
97, 



92 

94 
96 
98 



103, 104 
107, 108 
Z09, no 
X29, 130 

"31, 132 
133, 134 
135, 136 
137, 138 
143. 144 
145, 146 
147, 148 
149, 150 



178 



;g 



HOLY DAYS. 

Hymns. 

The Presentation of Christ 

in the Temple 
The Annunciation of the 

BlessedVirgin Mary 
All Saints' Day 

Special Services. 

Holy Baptism . z8i, 182 
Confirmation . 183, 184 
Holy Matrimony Z85, z86 
Churching of Wo- 
men . . . Z87, z88 
Burial of the Dead 52, 55, 56, Z30 

Z89, Z90, Z91 



Ember Days 
Rogation Days . 

Harvest 
Missions 

Church Building 
Offertory Hymn 
Holy Communion 



Z92, Z93 
Z39, Z40, Z94 

195 

Z96, Z97 

8z, 90, X42, 
Z98, Z99 
200 
20Z 

31, 93. 105, 

"9, 135, 149, 
202, 203, 204, 

205, 206, 207, 

208, 209, 2x6. 



itaiOGib^MMMiiH^wauHiAH^MH^irta 



PREFACE. 

THE Parish Hymnal claims, above those 
Hymnals which have preceded it, these ad- 
vantages only : i. It is the latest ; ii. The simplest ; 
iii. The shortest extant. 

I. Being latest it can use all that is best in those 
already published ; which it does, by the kind per- 
mission of their Editors ; and it can avoid (as I hope 
it has done) some of the errors into which others 
have fallen. 

II. Its simplicity of form it owes entirely to its 
conformity with the order of the " Book of Conmion 
Prayer." The monthly provision for daily Morning 
and Evening Praise, which we find in the Psalms ; 
with the weekly adjustment of its own subject to 
the teaching of each Sunday, as found in the Col- 
lects, Epistles, and Gospels : these are the simple 
clue to the arrangement of this Hymnal. Two 
hymns for each day of the month ; two at least 
for each Sunday and Holy day throughout the year. 

For the twenty-five Sundays after Trinity, there 
is only one distinctive hymn special for each Sunday, 
whose subject —always a practical one — is drawn 
from the Gospel or Epistle for the day. But other 
hymns are suggested as suitable, which, although 
already sung in their own proper place, are not in 
their nature out of place at any time of the Church's 
year, and whose doctrinal lr\xOcv?k caxv^^^Xi^ax.^^ 



vi Preface. 

petition as the best motives to habitual practice. 
If more hymns be required, they can be selected 
out of other parts of the book at the discretion of 
those who need them. 

The advantages proposed by this arrangement 
are : — 

I St. That the Hymns for each Sunday may be as 
well known in the parish as are the Psalms or Col- 
lects, and may thus by domestic practice be pre- 
pared for. 

2nd. That every one in Church (whether the 
hymns be distinctly given out or not) can easily 
find them. 

3rd. That a book so constructed becomes a 
familiar " Christian Year," a ready manual of devo- 
tion, illustrating the Church's teaching, and deepen- 
ing the fervour and worship of daily public, as well 
as private and domestic prayer. 

III. That the hymns are fewer in number than 
those to be found in other collections, is another ol 
the advantages which the " Parish Hymnal '' claims 
to possess. ^ 

Our Church does not encourage the sensation- 
alism of a fresh psalm or prayer for every day ir 
the year. Her constant repetition of her services 
making them familiar, renders them more helpful tc 
true devotion than services which are ever changing 
can be. 

This book, with its limited and prescribed ar- 
rangement, could more easily become the com- 
panion of every day's worship, both public anc 
private, than larger and less definitely arrangec 
Aymn books could be. 
^^„^^,^ further advantage has been secwxed-ir- *' 
-^^1?*^"^ ^y^nal/' which encourages me vnJOa 
'^^^cfence to offer it to the Church. U has ^ 
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under the revision of some of the most intellectual 
men, and best theologians, as well as some of the 
best hymnologists of the day. From their varied 
criticisms it has been enabled to reach a degree of 
correctness and finish, to which, without such aid, 
it could never have attained. My debt to the kind 
friends who have thus assisted me I never can re- 
pay ; the consciousness of what they have done 
must be their reward. One only I shall name, — 
death having removed him from amongst us, — the 
holy and venerable John Keble — the father, in these 
latter days, of sacred song. To his careful revision 
of them I am indebted for the more perfect form in 
which many of the hymns in this Collection appear ; 
and one sentence of his respecting one hymn (the 
i8oth in this volume) I venture to quote: — "The 
plan of the All Saints' Hymn seems to me very 
attractive ; and the Collects, rendered as you have 
done them, remind one, with a peculiar sort of 
charm, of their noble originals in St. Gregory." 

At the close of this book will be found an index 
of the tunes deemed most suitable for each hymn. 
Some of these tunes are private property, and 
written specially for the hymns set to them. Most 
of them are to be found in other well-known col- 
lections, to which reference is made. Should the 
hymns become known, and used beyond the parish 
for which they have been prepared, I shall en- 
deavour to obtain leave from the owners of the 
tunes, to gather them into one volume, to be a " Com- 
panion to the Parish Hymnal." 

John Mons^lAu^ 

S. Nicholas Hectory, Guildford, 
A// Sain fs' Day, 1872. 



Grateful thanks are hereby rendered to the following Authors for 
their invaluable hymns : — Mrs. Alexander, Miss Harriet Auber, Rev. 
Sir H. W. Baker, Bart., Rev. Dr. Bonar, Rev. Edward Caswall, 
Rev. John Chandler, Bishop Coxe, Mr. Chatterton Dix, Rev. John 
EUerton, Rev. Frederick Faber, Sir Robert Grant, Rev. Canon 
Walsham How, Rev. John Keble, Rev. H. F. Lyte, Bishop Mant, 
Rev. Dr. Mason Neale, Rev. Dr. Newman, Messrs. Novello and 
Co., Rev. Dr. Rorison, Rev. Arthur T. Russell, Rev. George H. 
Smyttan, Rev. S. J. Stone, Rev. Godfrey Thring, Rev. Lawrence 
Tuttiett, Mr. William Whiting, Rev. Canon Woodford, and Right 
Rev. Cnristopher Wordsworth (Bishop of Lincoln). 

Many other names might of course be mentioned, but they are so 
well known in connection with hymns which are now tne acknowledged 

froperty of the Church, that such record of them would be needless, 
ndeed, it seems to me that every good hymn, which Christians take 
to heartily, passes out of private control, and becomes part of the 
Church's heritage. 
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jFrtJSSt IBas*— MORNING. 

AWAKE, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Wake and lift up thyself, my heart, 
And with the angels bear thy part. 
Who all night long unwearied sing, 
High praise to the Eternal King ! 

All praise to Thee, Who safe hast kept, 
And hast refresh'd me while I slept ; 
Grant, Lord, when I from death awake 
I may of endless hght partake. 

Lord, I my vows to Thee renew ; 
Disperse my sins as morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with Thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, control, suggest, this day, 
All I design, or do, or say •, 
That all my pow'rs, with a\\ \Jcv€vt xciv^. 
In Thy sole glory may m\\.^. 

B 
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First Day. 

Praise God, from Whom all blessings flow, 
Praise Him all creatures here below; 
Praise Him above, ye heav'nly host, 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

Amen. 

i Second lia8»— MORNING. 

NEW every morning is the love 
Our wak'ning and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought. 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 

New mercies, each returning day. 

Hover around us while we pray; 

New perils past, new sins forgiven. 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

If on our daily course our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 
New treasures still, of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 

Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be, 
As more of heav'n in each we see ; 
Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care. 

We need not bid, for cloistered cell. 
Our neighbour and our work farewell, - 
Nor strive to wind ourselves too high 
For sinful man beneath the sky. 

The trivial round, the common task, 
Will furnish all we ought to ask'. 
Room to deny ourselves, a tosA 
To bring us daily nearer God. 
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nly, O Lord, in Thy dear love, 
it us for perfect rest above | 
nci help us, this and every day, 
o live more nearly as we pray. 

Seconal )I3aj2.— EVENING. 

^UN of my soul, Thou Saviour dear! 
J It is not night if Thou be near; 
' may no earth-born cloud arise 
o hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes. 

Hien the soft dews of kindly sleep 
y i\caried eyelids gently steep i 
e my last thought, how sweet to rest 
or ever on my Saviour's breast I 

bide with me from mom till eve, 
or without Thee 1 cannot live ; 
bide with me when night is nigh, 
or without Thee I dare not die. 
some poor wand'ring child of Thine 
ave spurn'd to-day the Voice Divine, 
ow, Lord, the gracious work begin, 
it him no more lie down in sin, 
'atch by the sick, enrich the poor 
'ith blessings from Thy boundless store; 
; eveiy mourner's sleep to-night, 
ke infant slumbers, pure ajid bright. 

3me near and bless us when we wake, 
re thro' the world our way we take ; 
//, in the ocean of Thy love, 
Jose ourselves in HeaVn aliove\ 
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W^XiA lia8»— MORNING. 

PLEASANT are Thy courts above 
In the land of light and love ; 
Pleasant are Thy courts below, 
In this land of sin and woe. 
O my spirit longs and faints 
For the converse of Thy saints. 
For the brightness of Thy face, 
For Thy fumess, God of grace I 

Happy birds that sing and fly 
Round Thine altars, O most High ; 
Happier souls that find a rest 
In a Heav'nly Father's breast 
Like the wandering dove, that found 
No repose on earth around, 
They can to their ark repair, 
And enjoy it ever there. 

Happy souls ! their praises flow 
Even in this vale of woe ; 
Waters in the desert rise. 
Manna feeds them from the skies : 
On they go from strength to strength, 
Till they reach Thy throne at length ; 
At Thy feet adoring fall, 
Who hast led them safe through all. 

Lord ! be mine this prize to win. 
Guide me through a ^ot\!^ oi %vc\. % 
Xeep me by Thy savViv^ ^c^c^> 
Give me at Thy side a. p\a.ce \ 
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Sun and Shield alike Thou art : 
Guide and guard my erring heart \ 
Grace and glory flow from Thee — 
. Shower, O shower them, Lord, on me. 

Amen. 

trSittJ liai!»— EVENING. 

EAD, kindly Light, amid th' encircling gloom 

Lead Thou me on ; 
night is dark, and I am far from home. 

Lead Thou me on : 
p Thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
distant scene, — one step enough for me. 

Ls not ever thus, nor pray'd that Thou 

Should'st lead me on ; 
/ed to choose and see my path, — ^but now 

Lead Thou me on ! 
^ed the garish day, and 'spite of fears 
e ruled my will ; — remember not past years ! 

ong Thy power has blest me, sure it still 

Will lead me on 
• moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till 

The night is gone, 
with the mom those angel faces smile, 
ch I have loved long since, and lost awhile ! 

Amen. 

jFourtJ IBaj!.— MORNING. 

CHRIST I Whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ ! the true, the only Light ; 
5V//2 of Righteousness arise, 
Triumph o'er the shades of night •, 



Fourth Day. 

Day-spring from on high, be near, 
Day-star, in my heart appear. 

Dark and cheerless is the morn 
Unaccompanied by Thee ; 

All around in life forlorn, 
Till Thy mercy's beams I see ; 

Till they inward light impart, 

Glad my eyes, and warm my heart. 

Visit, then, this soul of mine, 

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief ; 

Fill me, Radiancy Divine, 
Scatter all my unbelief; 

More and more Thyself cfisplay, 

Shining to the perfect day ! 

Amen. 



8 dfottrtS IBaj!.— EVENING. 

ABIDE with me, fast falls the eventide, 
The darkness deepens ; Lord, with me a 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee. 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day. 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see, 

Thou who changest not, abide with me. 

1 need Thy presence every passing hour. 
What but Thy grace can fo\lt\\^\.^tM^\&^'5.^i: 
Who Yike Thyself my guide aivd ^\»:j c.^x\.>i^ 
Thro' cloud and sunshine, O aXA^e^'v^'^ 
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ir no foe, with Thee at hand to bless, 

have no weight, and tears no bitterness ; 

5re is death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory? 

umph still, if Thou abide with me. 

i Thou Thy Cross before my closing eyes, 

le through the gloom, and point me to the skies. 

v'n's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows 

flee, 
fe and death, O Lord, abide with me. 

Amen. 



jFiftJ liag*— MORNING. 

IN Thee our God do we rejoice. 
To Thee we sing with heart and voice ; 
Thy praise at morn and noon and night 
Shall be our duty and delight. 

Though bud and blossom fruitless fall. 
Though flock and herd from fold and stall 
Untimely perish, yet in Thee 
Our still unclouded joy shall be ! 

Thy chast'ning hand do not remove 
Till all its work of love we prove ; 
Shall we deem good things only due. 
And not take evil from Thee too? 

Our barren hearts alone contain 
The bitter source of grief and pain ; 
Help us from our poor selves to flee. 
And find another self in Thee I 

7 Thee, our God I from Thy pure skies 
f our fresh springs of gladness rise, 



Fifth Day. 9 

Trne to their level night and morn, 
To Thee in praise they shall return. 

Thee, Whom to know is life and light, 
Thee, Whom to trust is power and might, 
Thee, Whom to serve is to be free, 
Our joy shall ever be in Thee. 

10 dTiftft IBag^— EVENING. 

THROUGH the day Thy love has guarded. 
Now we lay us down to rest; 
Through the silent watches warded 

By Thy care, shall none molest ; 
Jesus ! Thou our Guardian be, 
Sweet it is to trust in Thee ! 

Pilgrims here on earth, and strangers, 
Dwelling in the midst of foes ; 

Us and ours preserve from dangers. 
In Thine arms may we repose ; 

And, when life's short day is past. 

Rest with Thee in heav'n at last. 



Amen. 



II SurtJ IBag,— MORNING. 



PRAISE to the Holiest in the height 
And in the depth be praise : 
In all His works most wonderful. 
Most sure in all His ways. 

O loving Wisdom of our God ! 

When all was sin and sVv2lTcv^, 
A secondi Adam to l\ve fv^\a 

And to the rescue caitve. 
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3St Love ! that flesh and blood 

ich in the first did fail, 
id strive afresh against their foe, 
>uld strive, and should prevail ; 

that a higher gift than grace 
hould flesh and blood refine, 
I's Presence and His very Self 
ind essence all Divine. 

gen'rous Love ! that He who smote 
In man for man the foe ; 
he double agony in man 
For man should undergo : 

And in the Garden secretly, 

And on the Cross on high. 
Should teach His brethren, and inspire 

To sufier and to die. 



5>trtS IBajf— EVENING. 

IESUS ! I my cross have taken, 
All to leave, and follow Thee, 
Destitute, despised, forsaken. 

Thou from hence my all shalt be : 
Perish every fond ambition, 

All I've sought, or hoped, or known ; 
Yet how rich is my condition, 

God and heav'n are still mine own. 

Let the world despise and leave me, 

Thty have left my Saviour too ; 
Human hearts and looks deceive lae, 
TAou art not, hke them, untrue. 



Sixth Day. 1 1 

In Thy light of love 111 sun me, 

God of mercy and of might ; 
Foes may hate, and friends may shun me, 

Show Thy face, and all is bright. 

Man may trouble and distress me, 

'Twill but drive me to Thy breast ; 
Life with trials hard may press me, 

Heav'n will bring me sweeter rest. 
O 'tis not in grief to harm me, 

While Thy love is left to me ; 
O, 'twere not in joy to charm me, 

Were that joy unmix'd with Thee. 

Take, my soul, thy full salvation. 

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Joy to find in every station 

Something still to do, or bear : 
Soon shall close thine earthly mission. 

Swift shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 
Hope soon change to glad fruition, 

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

Sebentft IBas*— morning. 

SING to the Lord a joyful song. 
Lift up your hearts, your voices raise, 
To us His gracious gifts belong. 

To Him our songs of love and praise : 
For He is Lord of heav'n and earth. 

Whom angels serve and saints adore ; 
The* Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
To Whom be praise for everrcvot^* 

For life and love, for rest axv^ ioc>^^ 
For ddiily help and iug)caVj c^x^> 
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Sing to the Lord, for He is good, 
And praise His name, for it is fair : 
For He is Lord, &c. 

For strength to those who on Him wait, 
His ti'uth to prove, His will to do, 

Praise ye our God, for He is great, 
Trust in His Name, for it is true : 
For He is Lord, &c. 

For joys untold that from above 

Cheer those who love His sweet employ. 

Sing to our God, for He is Love, 
Exalt His name, for it is Joy : 
For He is Lord, &c. 

For life below, with all its bliss. 

And for that life, more pure and high. 
That inner life, which over this 

Shall ever shine, and never die : 
Sing to the Lord of heaven and earth 

Whom angels serve, and saints adore, 
The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

To Whom be praise for evermore. 



Ame 



14 ^%\^ttA\ 30aB»— EVENING. 

I HEARD the voice of Jesus say — 
" Come unto me and rest, 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon My breast :" 
I came to Jesus as I was, 
Weary^ and worn, and sad, 
I found in Him a resting-place, 
And He has made me glad. ^ 
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Seventh Day, 13 

I heard the voice of Jesus say — 

" Behold, I freely give 
The living water, thirsty one 

Stoop down, and drink and live." 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Where at that Fountain's brim 
Life's stream up-gush*d, my soul revived, 

And now I live in Him. 

I heard the voice of Jesus say — 

" I am this dark world's Light, 
Look unto Me, thy morn shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright ;" 
I look'd to Jesus, and I found 

In Him my Star, my Sun, 
And in that Light of Life Til walk 

Till trav'Uing days are done. 

15 IBiBtitl) 30aB*— MORNING. 

HARK the sound of holy voices chanting at the 
crystal sea, 
Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Alleluia, Lord, to Thee ! 
Multitudes which none can number, like the stars 

in glory stand. 
Clothed in white apparel, holding Palms of vict'ry 
in their hand. 

Patriarch, and holy prophet, who prepared the way 
for Christ, 

King, apostle, saint, and martyr, confessor, evange- 
list; 

Saintly maiden, godly matron, widows who have 
watch'd to prayer, 

Joiu'd in holy concert, smgmg \.o \\\fc \-art^ ^^ "^ 
are there. 
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They have come from tribulation, and have wash'd 

their robes in blood ; 
Washed them in the Blood of Jesus, tried they were, 

and firm they stood: 
Mock'd, imprisoned, stoned, tormented, sawn asunder, 

slain with sword. 
They have conquered Death and Satan, by the might 

of Christ the Lord. 

Now they reign in heavenly glory, now they walk in 

golden light, 
Now they drink, as from a river, holy bliss and 

infinite : 
Love and peace they taste for ever, and all truth 

and knowledge see : 
In the beatific vision of the Blessed Trinity. 

God of God, the One-Begotten, Light of light, Em- 
manuel I 

In Whose Body, joined together all the saints for 
ever dwell : 

Pour upon us of Thy fulness, that we may for ever- 
more 

God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy 
Ghost adore. 

Amen. 



l6 (ffilBtltfi 30aB*— EVENING. 

NEARER, my God, to Thee 
Nearer to Thee ; 
E'en though it be a Cross 

That raiseth me ; 
Still all my song shall be. 
Nearer my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 



Eighth Day, 1 5 

Though like the wanderer 

Homeless and lone, 
Darkness be over me, 

My rest a stone ; 
Yet in my dreams Pd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 

There let my way appear 

Steps unto heaven, 
All that Thou sendest me 

In mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 

Then with my waking thoughts, 
Bright with Thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefs 

Beth-Els 111 raise ; 

So by my woes to be. 

Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 

And when on joyful wing, 

Cleaving the sky. 
Unto the Light of light, 

Upward I fly ; 
Still all my song shall be. 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 
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^intl) fflaj}.— MORNING. 

O WORSHIP the King, 
All glorious above, 
O gratefully sing 

His power and love : 
Our Shield and Defender, 

The Ancient of Days, 
Pavilion'd in splendour 

And girded with praise. 
O tell of His might, 

O sing of His grace. 
Whose robe is the light, 

His canopy space ; 
His chariots of thunder 

The lightning-clouds form ; 
And, dark His path under, 

He rides on the stonn. 
Frail children of dust 

And feeble as frail. 
In Thee do we trust. 

Nor find Thee to fail; 
Thy mercies how tender. 

How firm to the end. 
Our Maker, Defender, 

Redeemer, and Friend I 
O measureless Might 1 

Ineffable Love 1 
While angels delight 

To hymn Thee above ; 
The humbler creation, 

Tho' feeble their lays. 
With (rue adoration, 
Sbail Jisp to Thy piuse. 
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Ninth Day. 17 



8 "^ iftint^ Bag*— EVENING. 

I THINK of Thee, my God, by night, 
And talk of Thee by day. 
Thy Love my treasure and delight, 
Thy Truth my strength and stay. 

The day is dark, the night is long 
Unblest with thoughts of Thee, 

And dull to me the sweetest song 
Unless its theme Thou be. 

Like pleasant thoughts of those we love, 

Which are of self a part, 
Which neither day nor night remove 

Out of the loving heart : 

So all day long, and all the night, 

Lord I let Thy Presence be 
Mine air, my breath, my shade, my light. 

Myself absorbed in Thee ! 

Amen. 



Centf) Bag*— MORNING. 

PRAISE the Lord, His glories show. 
Saints within His courts below, 
Angels round His throne above. 
All that see and share His love : 
Earth to heav'n, and heav'n to earth. 
Tell His wonders, sing His worth'. 
Age to age, and shore ICi %\icyc^^ 
Pra/se Him, praise Him evtrrciO\^\ 

C 



^^ 
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Praise the Lord, His mercies trace, 
Praise His providence, and grace. 
All that He for man hath done, 
All He sends us thro* His Son ; 
Strings and voices, hands and hearts. 
In the concert bear your parts ; 
All that breathe, your Lord adore. 
Praise Him, praise Him, evermore ! 



20 Cents Bag*— EVENING. 

JERUSALEM, my happy home, 
When shall I come to thee ? 
When shall my sorrows have an end, 
Thy joys when shall I see ? 

Thy walls are made of precious stones, 
Thy bulwarks diamonds fair, 

Thy gates are all of orient pearl. 
Exceeding rich and rare. 

Thy turrets, and thy pinnacles 

With carbuncles do shine. 
Thy very streets are paved with gold 

Surpassing clear and fine ! 

Ah ! my sweet home, Jerusalem ! 

Would God I were in thee ! 
Would God my woes were at an end, 

That I thy joys might see I 

Thy gardens, and thy gallant walks 

Are ever fair and green, 
There grow such sweet and pleasant flow€ 
y45 nowhere else are seen. 



Tenth Day. 19 

There trees for evermore bear fruit, 

And evermore do spring, 
There evermore the angels sit, 

And evermore do sing. 

And through the streets, with silver sound, 

The flood of Life doth flow. 
Upon whose banks, on every side. 

The wood of Life doth grow. 

Jerusalem, my happy home, 

Would God I were in thee, 
Would God my woes were at an end 

That I thy joys might see. 

Amen. 



21 iBlebentS Bag*— morning. 

THE strain upraise 
Of joy and praise, — ^Alleluia ! 
To the glory of their king. 
Shall the ransom'd people sing, — ^Alleluia ! 
And the choirs that dwell on high 
Shall re-echo through the sky, — Alleluia ! 
They through the fields of Paradise who roam. 
The blessed ones I repeat through that bright home. 

Alleluia I 
The planets glitt'ring on their heavenly way. 
The shining constellations, join and say — 

Alleluia ! 
Ye clouds that onward sweep, 
Ye winds on pinions light. 
Ye thunders echoing loud atvd d^^^> 
Ye lightnings wildly bright, 
In sweet consent unite — ^your W\^>\va.^ 
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cean billows, 
winter snow, 
dless beauty, 
summer glow ; 
wave in spring, 
rests, sing — ^AQeluia ! 

ds, with painted plumage gay. 
It Creator's praise, and say — 

Alleluia ! 
asts of earth, with varying strain, 
's hymn, and cry again — 

Alleluia ! 
)untains thunder forth sonorous. 

Alleluia ! 
illeys sing in gentler chorus. 

Alleluia ! 
byss of ocean, cry — 

Alleluia ! 
th and continents, reply — 

Alleluia ! 
ill creation made, 
>rnm be duly paid — ^Alleluia ! 

ain, the eternal strain, the Lord 
f loves, Alleluia I 

ig, the heav'nly song, that Christ 
approves ; Alleluia ! 

ing, both heart and v9ice awaking. 

Alleluia I 
v^oices echo, answer making, 

Alleluia I 

rom all men be outpoured 
a to the Lord I 
illeluia, evermore, 
n and Spirit we adore \ 



Eleventh Day. 21 

Praise be done 
To the Three in One ! 
Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 

Amen. 



iBlibent1& IBag*— evening. 

TRIM the lamp, its light is fading. 
Slowly steals the night away ; 
From the blast its flicker shading, 

Round it watch, and near it pray. 
O my blessed Saviour ! yearning 

As my spirit doth for Thee, 
May my lamp be bright and burning 
When Thou comest unto me ! 

Feed with oil the languid taper, 
Faintly by the night wind fanned ; 

Hide it from the rising vapour, * 
In the hollow of Thy hand. 

O my blessM Saviour ! &c. 

Every weight that would encumber 
Lay aside, my soul, and rise ; 

Shake off from thy heart the slumber, 
That is stealing o'er thine eyes. 
O my blessed Saviour ! &c. 

Lo ! the Bride, in all her beauty, 
Bending toward the eastern gate^ 

Clothed in praise aivd ^x\. -wK^ ^:^> 
"Doth, upon her IhiesYvcA.^ ^^\\.. 
O my blessed S^N\a^^kt\ ^^» 



22 The Parish Hymnal 

Though the Bridegroom be delaying, 
Yet His hand is on the door ; 

When He comes, His second staying 
Will be with us evermore. 

O my blessed Saviour ! &c. 



23 WsS^ZXi^ HBap*- MORNING. 

JESUS ! where'er Thy people meet 
There they behold Thy mercy-seat ; 
Where'er they seek Thee Thou art found, 
And every place is hallowed ground. 

For Thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the humble mind ; 
Such ever bring Thee, where they come, 
And going, take Thee to their home. 

Dear Shepherd of Thy chosen few ! 
Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim. 
The sweetness of Thy saving Name ! 

Here may we prove the power of prayer 
To strengthen faith, and lighten care ; 
To teach our faint desires to rise. 
And bring all heaven before our eyes. 

Lord I we are few, but Thou art near, 
Nor short Thine arm, nor dull Thine ear; 
O Christ) Who did*st for sin atone. 
Come, and make every heart Tlime ovm\ 



Twelfth Day. 23 

24 Wm\V^ Bag*— EVENING. 

PRAISE, my soul, the King of Heaven, 
To His feet thy tribute bring ; 
Ransom'd, healed, restored, forgiven, 
Who like thee His praise shall sing? 

Pn^ise Him ! praise Him I 
Praise the everlasting King ! 

Praise Him for His grace, that never 

Failed our fathers in distress ; 
Praise Him, still the same for ever. 

Slow to chide, and swift to bless ; 
Praise Him ! praise Him ! 

Glorious in His faithfulness I 

Father-like He tends and spares us. 
Well our feeble frame He knows ; 

In His hands He gently bears us, 
Rescues us from all our foes ; 
Praise Him ! praise Him ! 
Widely as His mercy flows ! 

Angels, in the height adore Him, 

Ye behold Him face to face ; 
Sun and moon, bow down before Him, 

Dwellers all in time and space ; 
Praise Him ! praise Him ! 

Praise with us the God of grace ! 

25 CSirteentt IBas*— morning. 

WHEN I had wandered from His fold^ 
His love the waiv^xet v>>\'i&^ 
When slave-like into botA^.'S^ ^^^^ 
His Blood my ireed^oYi\\iOM^^.\ 
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Therefore that life, by Him redeem'd, 

Is His through all its days ; 
And as with blessings it hath teem'd, 
So let it teem with praise. 
For I am His I and He is mine ! 

The God Whom I adore ; 
My Father, Saviour, Comforter ! 
Now and for evermore. 

When I forgat His tender love, 

And my affections set 
Not upon holy things above. 

He did not me forget ; 
But gently chast'ning, gently tried 

With ring and robe and kiss, 
Drawing me near His wounded side. 

To bring me back to bliss. 
For I am His, &c. 

When, sunk in sorrow, I despaired. 

And changed my hopes for fears^ 
He bore my griefs, my burden shared. 

And wiped away my tears ; 
Therefore the joy by Him restored 

To Him by right belongs ; 
And to my gracious, loving Lord 

I sing through life my songs. 
For I am His, &c. 

When I beneath my cross lay down. 
And could no further move. 

He raised me up. He show'd the crown, 
And whisper'd, " I am Love." 

Therefore that love my song shall be, 

And, to my glorious King, 
Through time and through eternity, 

My life His praise shall sing. 



TJiirteenth Day. 25 

For I am His, and He is mine, 

The God Whom I adore ; 
My Father, Saviour, Comforter, 

Now and for evermore. 

W^XXXZZXA^ BaB»— EVENING. 

O HAPPY saints ! who dwell in light 
And walk with Jesus, cloth'd in white ; 
Safe landed on that peaceful shore. 
Where pilgrims meet to part no more. 

Released from sin, and toil, and strife, 
Death was their gate to endless life ; 
An open'd cage to let them fly, 
And build their happy nest on high. 

And now they range the heaVnly plains, 
And sing their hymns in melting strains ; 
And now their souls more deeply prove 
The heights and depths of Jesus' love. 

He cheers them with eternal smile, 
They sing hosannas all the while ; 
Or, overwhelmed with rapture sweet, 
Sink down adoring at His feet. 

Ah I Lord, with tardy steps I creep. 
And sometimes sing, and sometimes weep ; 
Yet strip me of this house of clay, 
And I will sing as loud as they. 

jTourtientS Bap*— morning. 

LET all the Creation 
God's glory piocX-aAxsv, 
For life and saWatVoiv 
Sing praise to tlv^ '^«Kvfe\ 
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While angels adore Him, 

(Of all the adored,) 
Let earth bow before Him, 

All hail to the Lord ! 

All hail to the Saviour, 

The gracious and sweet, 
With gentle behaviour 

Kneel low at His feet ; 
Sing loudly His praises, 

Ye children of men ; 
Who only can raise us 

To glory again. 

To God the good Spirit 

Of wisdom and love. 
By Whom we inherit 

The kingdom above : 
Who found us or ever 

We knew we had stra/d. 
To part from us never. 

Ail homage be paid. 

To God, the great Father, 

Hosannas we raise ; 
To Jesus, the Saviour, 

All worship and praise : 
All hail to the Spirit, 

Whose Name we adore, 
Three persons ! one God-head, 

All hail ! evermore. Amen. 

28 jTourtientt Bag*— evening. 

WHO of men hath skill to reckon 
All the number of the blest ? 
Who can fully tell the gladness 
Of the everlasting rest — 



Fourteenth Day. 

Which — their earthly warfare finished — 
They through suffering have possest ? 

Through the vale of lamentation 

Happily and safely pass'd, 
Now the years of their affliction 

In their memory they re-cast ; 
And the end of all perfection 

They can contemplate at last. 

For they see their cruel tempter 

Overthrown for evermore, 
To the Saviour that redeemed them, 

Those redeemed ones praises pour ; 
And the Monarch that rewards them. 

Those rewarded saints adore. 

Through a glass, through types and shadows, 

Darkly here we see alone ; 
There serenely, purely, clearly, 

We shall know as we are known ; 
Fixing our enlightened vision 

On the glory of the Throne. 

There the Trinity of Persons 

Unbeclouded we shall see ; 
There the unity of essence 

Shall reveal'd in glory be ; 
While we hail the three-fold Godhead, 

And the perfect Unity. 
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^XiXZV^^ HBag^— MORNING. 

' OLY, Holy, Holy ! Lord God Almighty ! 
. Early in the morning our song shaU rise to 

Thee: 
y. Holy, Holy ! Merciful and Mighty, 
in Three Persons, Blessed Trinity ! 

yr, Holy, Holy ! all the saints adore Thee, 

:ing down their golden crowns around the glassy 

sea, 
rubim and Seraphim falling down before Thee, 
ch wert, and art, and evermore shalt be. 

>r, Holy, Holy ! though the darkness hide Thee, 
ugh the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see ; 
r Thou art holy, there is none beside Thee, 
ect in power, in love, and purity. 

,r, Holy, Holy ! Lord God Almighty ! 

rhy works shall praise Thy Name in earth, and 

sky, and sea ; 
,r. Holy, Holy I Merciful and Mighty ! 
in Three Persons, BlessM Trinity ! 



dTifteenti^ HBas*— evening. 

JESU ! Lover of my soul ! 
Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the waters round me roll, 
While the tempest still is high 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide. 
Till the storm of life be past, 
Safe into iliQ haven guide, 
O receive my soul at last. 



Fifteenth Day, 29 

Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee ;, 
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me : 
All my steps by Thee are led. 

All my help from Thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of Thy wing. 

Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 

Grace to cleanse out all my sin : 
Let the healing streams abound, 

Make and keep me pure within ; 
Thou of Life the Fountain art ! 

Freely let me take of Thee : 
Spring Thou up within my heart, 

Rise to all Eternity. 

Amen. 



31 Surteenti^ 2BaB*— morning. 

JESU ! Thou Joy of loving hearts. 
Thou Fount of Life ! Thou Light of men ! 
From the best bliss that earth imparts. 
We turn unfilFd to Thee again. 

Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood, 
Thou savest those that on Thee call ; 

To them that seek Thee, Thou art good. 
To them that find Thee, All in all I 

We taste Thee, O Thou Living Bread, 
And long to feast upon Thee still; 

We drink of Thee, the ¥o\iTv\am"\ieaj^\ 
And thirst our souls iroirv TYvfc^ X-O S^. 
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Our restless spirits yearn for Thee, 
Where'er our changeful lot is cast ; 

Glad when Thy gracious smile we see, 
Blest, when our faith can hold Thee fast. 

O Jesu ! ever with us stay. 

Make all our moments calm and bright ; 
Chase the dark night of sin away. 

Shed o'er the world Thy holy light. 

Amen. 



I Stetemtl^ HBag*— EVENING. 

REST of the weary, 
Joy of the sad, 
Hope of the dreary. 
Light of the glad ; 
Home of the stranger, 
Strength to the end, 
Refuge from danger. 
Saviour and Friend. 

Bosom, where lying, 

Love rests his head ; 
Peace of the dying, 

Life of the dead ; 
Path of the lowly, 

Prize at the end, 
Breath of the holy. 

Saviour and Friend. 

When my feet stumble, 

I to Thee cry ; 
Crown of the humble, 
Cross of the high. 



Sixteenth Day, 3 1 

When my steps wander, 

Over me bend, 
Truer and fonder, 

Saviour and Friend. 

Ever confessing 

Thee, I will raise 
Unto Thee blessing, 

Glory and Praise ; 
All my endeavour. 

World without end. 
Thine to be ever. 

Saviour and Friend ! 

Amen. 



33 Sebmteenti^ IBag^— morning, 

YOUR harps, ye trembling saints, 
Down from the willows take, 
Loud to the praise of love divine 
Bid every string awake. 

Though in a foreign land. 
We are not far from home ; 

And nearer to our house above 
We every moment come. 

His grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter shine. 

Nor present things, nor things to come, 
Shall quench the spark divine. 

Wait till the shadows flee, 
Wait thine appointed Yvomi , 
• Wait till the Bridegroom, O xwj so>3S., 
-Reveal Himself wilYipoVt. 



32 The Parish Hymnal 

The time of love will come, 
When thou shalt clearly see, 

Not only that He shed His Blood, 
But that it flow'd for thee. 

Tarry His leisure, then. 
Although He seem to stay, 

A moment's intercourse with Him 
Thy grief will overpay. 

Blest is the man, O God, 
That stays himself on Thee, 

Who wait for Thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall Thy salvation see. 



34 S>ebenteent1& HBag,— evening. 

MY God, my Father, while I stray 
Far from my home on life's rough way, 

teach me from my heart to say, 

Thy will be done. 

Though rough my path and sad my lot, 
Let me be still, and murmur not. 
Or breathe the prayer divinely taught — 
Thy will be done. 

If Thou shouldst call me to resign 
What most I prize — it ne'er was mine, 

1 only yield Thee what is Thine ; 

Thy will be done. 

Should grief or sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay. 
My Father, still I strive to say — 
Thy will be done. 



Seven teen tk Day, 33 

Let but my fainting heart be blest 
With Thy sweet Spirit for its guest, 
My God ! to Thee I leave the rest ; 
Thy will be done. 

Renew my will from day to day, 
Blend it with Thine ; and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say. 
Thy will be done. 

And when on earth I breathe no more 
The prayer, oft mixt with tears before, 
ni sing upon a happier shore, 
Thy will be done. 



IBifl5teent1& IBas*— morning. 

GOD of God, and Light of light, 
Very God of very God, 
Depth of depth, and Height of height, 

Spread we all Thy praise abroad : 
Homage of our hearts receive, 

Cleanse our souls, and soothe our grief ; 
Saviour, we in Thee believe. 
Help, O help our unbelief. 

In Thy Godhead stooped so low. 

In Thy manhood raised so high. 
In that balm for human woe 

Which their union doth supply ; 
In that cup Thou didst receive, 

Draining its last dregs of grief ; 
Saviour, we in these beWev^, 

Hclp^ O help our uivbeV\d. 



I 
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In that glorious life of Thine, 

Which, to every loving hearty 
Is the hidden life divine. 

Fashioning to what Thou art : 
In the woof which it doth weave 

Through the warp of human grief ; 
Saviour, we in these believe. 

Help, O help our unbelief. 

In the Spirit Thou didst send, 

In the oneness He doth make, 
Binding sinners to the Friend 

Reconciled for Thy dear sake : 
In the peace which Thou didst leave 

To Thy children in their grief ; 
Saviour, we in these believe, 

Help, O help our unbelief. 



36 ffiigfiteentt IBag.— evening. 

O PARADISE! O Paradise! 
Who doth not crave for rest? 
Who would not seek the happy land 

Where they that loved are blest ; 
Where loyal hearts, and true. 

Stand ever in the light. 
All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight, 

O Paradise! O Paradise! 

The world is growing old. 
Who would not be at rest and free. 

Where love is never cold? 
Where loyal hearts, &c. 



EightcoitJi Day. 

Paradise! O Paradise 1 
'Tis weary waiting here ; 

1 long to be where Jesus is, 
To feel, to see Him near ; 

Where loyal hearts, &c. 

Paradise ! O Paradise ! 
I sigh to sin no more ; 

1 long to be as pure on earth 
As on thy spotless shore : 

Where loyal hearts, &c. 

O Paradise ! O Paradise ! 

I feel 'twill not be long: 
Patience ! I almost think I hear 

Faint fragments of thy song: 
Where loyzd hearts and true 

Stand ever in thy light, 
All rapture through and through 

In God's most holy sight ! 



37 Hineteentf) IBas.— morning. 

ONWARD ! onward ! ever on, 
Trust and trial ever blended. 
Ever doing, never done, 

Till the day of life be ended ; 
Christ the Way, — the Holy Dove 

Guide in gloom, and joy in sadness. 
With the banner o'er us, — love, 
And the prize, — a crown of gladness ! 

Onward ! onward ! who would fear 
With that banner floating o'er him? 

With that Guide for evex iveax^ 
And that path and pt\i^\idox^VvKv\ 



* 
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Faith is strong, and fear is weak, 
Doubting sinful, trusting holy ; 

And the crown is for the meek, 
And the triumph to the lowly. 

Onward ! onward ! dark the tide, 

Lions roar for the faint-hearted ; 
Before faith the waves divide. 

Every terror is departed : 
Follow in the holy strife, 

The Great Leader follow hard on ; 
Christ within — our Light and Life, 

Christ without — our plea and pardon. 

Follow, follow, follow on. 

By God's angel-hosts attended ; 
Till the prize of life be won 

And the day of death be ended ; 
Then — into the rest above ! 

Safe from sickness, sin, and sadness. 
Folded in the arms of love ! 

Crowned with the crown of gladness I 



38 B^mtXzzxif^ Bag*— EVENING. 

THE sun is sinking fast, 
The day-light dies ; 
Let love awake, and pay 
Her evening sacrifice. 

As Christ upon the cross 

In death reclined. 
Into His Father's hands 
His parting soul resigned;, 



NiiictcaitJi Day. 

So now herself my soul 
Would wholly give, 

Into His sacred charge, 
In Whom all spirits live. 

So now beneath His eye 
Would calmly rest, 

Without a wish or thought 
Abiding in her breast, 

Save — that His will be done 

Whatever betide ; 
Dead to herself, and dead 

In Him to all beside. 

Thus would I live ; and yet 

Not I, but He ; 
In all His power and love 

Henceforth alive in me. 

One sacred unity, 

One life divine. 
Myself for ever His, 

And He for ever mine. 



39 JTtoentietJ asag^— morning. 

WITH one consent let all the earth 
To Grod their cheerful voices raise ; 
Glad homage pay, with awful mirth, 
And sing before Him songs of praise I 

Convinced that He is God alone, 
From Whom both we and all )jroce.e.d\ 
We, whom He chooses iox "^vs w^xs.^ 
The flock that He vouchs^.ie% \.o l^^^* 
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O enter then His temple gate, 
Thence to His courts devoutly press ; 
With grateful hymns upon Him wait, 
And His great Name with praises bless. 

For He's the Lord, supremely good, 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth, which always firmly stood, 
To endless ages shall endure. 



40 Ctoentiett IBag,— evening. 

HARK ! hark, my soul, angelic songs are swellir 
O'er earth's green fields and ocean's wav 
beat shore ; 
How sweet the truth those blessed strains ai 
telling 
Of that new life, when sin shall be no more : 
Angels of Jesus ! angels of the light, 
Singing to welcome pilgrims of the night. 

Onward we go, and still we hear them singing, 
Come, weary souls, for Jesus bids you come ; 

While through the dark its echoes sweetly ringinj 
The music of the gospel leads us home. 

Angels of Jesus! &c. 

Far, far away, like bells at even pealing, 
The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and sea; 

And laden souls by thousands meekly stealing. 
Kind Shepherd, turn their weary steps to Thee 

Angels of Jesus ! &c. 

J^est comes at length, though life be long and dreai 
The day will dawn, and darksome ii\g\vt'b^i^^ 



Twentieth Day. 39 

The journey ends in welcome to the weary, 
And heaven, the heart's true home, will come at 
last 

Angels of Jesus ! &c. 

Angels, sing on ! your faithful watches keeping. 
Sing us sweet fragments of the songs above ; 

Till morning's joy follow the night of weeping, 
And life's long shadows break in cloudless love. 

Angels of Jesus! angels of the light! 

Singing to welcome pilgrims of the night 

41 JTtoentB'fi'rst IBag.— morning. 

FIGHT the good fight 
With all thy might, 
Christ is thy strength, in Christ thy right ; 
Lay hold on life and it shall be 
Thy joy and crown eternally. 

Run the straight race. 

Through God's good grace. 

Lift up thine eyes and seek His face ; 

Life with its path before us lies, 

Christ is the way, and Christ the prize. 

Cast care aside. 

Upon thy Guide 

Lean, and His mercy will provide ; 

Lean, and the trusting soul shall prove 

Christ is its life, and Christ its love. 

Faint not, nor fear. 

His arm is near, 

He changeth not, and thou art dear ; 

Only believe, and thoM sW-aXX. s^^ 

That Christ is aU in a\L lo XJaae, 



) The Parish HyninaL 

2 Ctoentfi-firgt Bag —evening. 

JESU ! the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness fills the breast ; 
But sweeter ifar Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 

No voice can sing, no heart can frame, 

Nor can the mem'ry find 
A sweeter sound than that dear Name, 

The Jesus of mankind. 

O Hope of every contrite heart ! 

O Joy of all the meek ! 
To those who fall how kind Thou art. 

How good to those who seek. 

But what to those who find? Such bliss 

No mortal words can show, 
The love of our loved Jesus, — this 

None but His loved ones know. 

Jesu I our Joy of joys art Thou ! 

As Thou our crown wilt be ; 
In Thee are grace and guidance now, 

Eternal rest in Thee I 

3 CtoentB^geconlr IBag*— morning. 

PRAISE the Lord ! ye heavens adore Him! 
Praise Him, angels in the height ; 
Sun and moon rejoice before Him, 

Praise Him, all ye stars and light, 
Praise the Lord, for He hath spoken, 

Worlds His mighty voice obe/d ; 
L^fvs that never shall be broken, 
-For their guidance He hath made. 



Twenty-secofid Day, 41 

Worship, honour, glory, blessing, 

Lord, we offer to Thy Name ; 
Young and old Thy praise expressing. 

Join their Saviour to proclaim : 
As the saints in heaven adore Thee, 

We would bow before Thy throne ; 
As Thine angels serve before Thee, 

So on earth " Thy will be done." Amen. 

44 Ctoentg^gecontr IBag*— evening. 

AROUND the throne, in cir-cling band, 
The ever-glorious angels stand ; 
Sweet harps within their hands they hold, 
And on their heads are crowns of gold. 

Some wait before llim, ready still 
To sing His praise and do His will; 
And some, when He commands them, go 
To wait upon His saints below. 

Lord, give Thine angels every day 
Charge over us on life's rough way ; 
And bid them every evening keep 
Their watch around us while we sleep. 

So may no wicked thing draw near 

To do us hurt or cause us fear ; 

So may we dwell, when life is past, 

With angels round Thy throne at last. Amen. 

45 Ctoentg^itti jiaB^—MORNiNG. 

T ERUSALEM the golden ! 
J With milk and honey bl^st. 
Beneath thy conteii\p\a\\OTv 
Sink heart and voice o^^x^"5X.% 
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We know not, oh ! we know not, 
What joys await us there ; 

What radiancy of glory. 
What bliss beyond compare. 

They stand, those halls of Sion, 

All jubilant with song, 
And bright with many an angel, 

And all the martyr throng ; 
The Prince is ever in them, 

The day-light is serene ; 
The pastures of the blessed 

Are decked in glorious sheen. 

There is the throne of David, 

And there, from care set free, 
The song of them that triumph. 

The shout of victory. 
And they, who, with their Leader, 

Have conquer'd in the fight, 
For ever and for ever 

Are clad in robes of white. 

O sweet and blessed country. 

The home of God's elect ; 
O sweet and blessM country, 

That eager hearts expect. 
Jesu ! in mercy bring us 

To that dear land of rest. 
Who art with God the Father 

And Spirit ever blest ! Amen. 

46 JCtoetttHfitrt JSag*— EVENING. 

ETERNAL Majesty and Might, 
To God the Holiest in the height ! 
And in the depth, all creatures raise 
To their Creator hymns of praise \ 



Twenty-third Day, 

He made the Worlds — perpetual Night 
By Him conceived, and brought forth Ligl 
He did the firmament prepare, 
And filled with life earth, sea, and air. 

Then in His glorious image He 
Made man, the lord of all to be ; 
With will to do, and heart to love 
The will of his great Lord above. 

And when through sin, both heart and will 
Became depraved, He loved him still ; 
And lived and died a Man, that He 
Might fallen man's Restorer be. 

O wondrous Love ! whose height nor speech 
Nor thought of human mind can reach : 
O wondrous Love ! whose depth, we know. 
Is deeper than the deepest woe. 

For O how near my God ! Thou art 
To every true and loving heart ! 
Of what pure joys Thy Saints can tell. 
Who do Thy will, and love Thee well 

Filled with Thy Love, let every soul 
Delight to own its sweet control ; 
And then, when made again like Thee, 
Our everlasting song shall be, — 

Eternal Majesty and Might, 
To God the Holiest in the height ! 
And in the depth. His ransom'd raise 
To their Redeemer hymns oi ^Ti\%^\ 
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47 JCtoeittg^outtl^ JSag*— MORNING. 

LOVE ! Who wiliest us to wear 
The image of Thy Godhead here ; 
Seeking us out with tender care, 
Thro' all our wanderings wild and drear : 
O Love ! we give ourselves to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be ! 

O Love ! Who, ere life's earliest mom, 
Thy choice on us hast gently laid ; 

O Love ! Who here as man wast born, 
And wholly like to us wast made : 
O Love ! we give, &c. 

O Love ! Who once in time wast slain, 
Pierced through and through with bitter \ 

O Love ! Who, wrestling, thus didst gain 
That we eternal life might know :" 
O Love ! we give, &c. 

O Love ! of Whom are truth, and light, 
And holy hope, and purpose high. 

Whose heart was bared to them that smite, 
To shield us from the enemy : 
O Love ! we give, &c. 

O Love ! Who didst our ransom pay 
To save us in the hour of need ; 

O Love ! Who in us day by day 
And for us night by night dost plead : 
O Love ! we give, &c. 

O Love ! Whose voice once bade us rise 

Out of this dying life of ours ; 
O Love ! Who, over yonder skies, 
Shalt set us in the fadeless bowers : 
O Love! we give ourselves to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 
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Twenty-fourth Day, 45 

48 3Ctoents:?fourt5 JBas.— evening. 

LOVE in all its depth and height 
I will sing, and never weary, 
Love which maketh life so bright, 

And the drooping heart so cheery ; 
Love, whose fountain is with God, 

And whose streams, in Christ descending, / 
Flow where'er His footsteps trod. 
With all human blessings blending. 

Love in all its strength and might, 

(Naught in earth or heav'n above it,) 
Love eternal ! infinite ! 

Loveth me, and I will love it : 
All I am, or hope to be 

From that Fount of life descending, 
Riseth like a well in me 

Ever fresh, and never ending. 

Sunbeams dancing on the sea, 

South-winds blowing o*er the meadow, 
Bird and blossom on the tree. 

Summer shine, and summer shadow : 
Outward glancings of the love. 

That, in never fading beauty, 
Lights and leads my steps above, 

Up the rugged paths of duty. 

Love, my God and King Thou art. 

Ever will I bow before Thee : 
Ever shall this grateful heart 

Own Thy kingdom, and adore Thee. 
Neither life nor death can e'er 

From Thy love, my Saviour, sever ; 
Love hath made the smnei de^ix, 
And that Love endurelYv ev^x. 



46 The Parish Hymnal, 

49 JCtoentgsrfiftS JBas^—MORNiNG. 

CHRIST is made the sure Foundation, 
Christ the Head and Corner Stone ; 
Chosen of the Lord, and precious. 
Binding all the Church in One, 
Holy Sion's help for ever. 
And her confidence alone. 

All that dedicated city 

Dearly loved of God on high. 

In exultant jubilation 
Pours perpetual melody : 

God the Three in One adoring 
In glad hymns eternally. 

To this temple, where we praise Thee, 
Come, O Lord of Hosts, to-day ; 

With Thy wonted loving-kindness 
Hear Thy servants, as they pray ; 

And Thy fullest benediction 
Shed within its walls alway. 

Here vouchsafe to all Thy servants 
What they ask of Thee to gain : 

What they gain from Thee, for ever 
With the blessed to retain : 

And hereafter in Thy glory 
Evermore with Thee to reign. 

Praise and honour to the Father, 
Praise and honour to the Son, 

Praise and honour to the Spirit, 
Ever Three, and ever One ; 

One in grace, and One in glory, 
WhUe eternal ages run. 



■ > *■ 



Twenty-fifth Day. 

50 Ctoetttg^ftl^ JSag.— EVENING. 

OTHAT Thy church were fairer, Lord, 
More what Thy Bride should be ; 
More meet to be the sharer. Lord, 

Of joy and heaven with Thee : 
Could she but know what Thou dost bear 
Of Love to her, 'twould make her fair. 

O would that she were purer, Lord, 

More fill'd with grace divine ; 
O would that she were surer, Lord, 

That her whole heart is Thine : 
Were it so pure that it might see 
Thy beauty, she would grow like Thee. 

O would that she could higher, Lord, 

More in Thy Presence live ; 
Each feeling, each desire, Lord, 

More wholly to Thee give : 
The love, she thus would daily share. 
That love alone would make her fair. 

Thy goodness and Thy beauty, Lord, 

Would robe and mirror be ; 
With ornaments of duty. Lord, 

She'd deck herself for Thee ; 
Till 2dl Thy love, beyond compare. 
Pass into her, and make her fair. 

51 W^ZXA'Qp^XX^ Bag*— MORNING. 

LOVE divine ! how sweet Thou art, 
When shall I find iwj >w^YW^\kKa5X. 
All taken \ip b^ TYi^^'V 
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48 The Parish Hymnal. 

I thirst, I faint, I long to prove 
Tlie greatness of redeeming love, 
The love of Christ to me. 

Stronger His love than death or hell. 
Its riches are unsearchable ; 

The first-born sons of light 
Desire in vain its depths to see. 
They cannot reach the mystery, 

The length, and breadth, and height. 

God only knows the love of God ; 
O that it now were shed abroad 

In this poor stony heart ; 
For love I sigh, for love I pine. 
This only portion. Lord, be mine, 

Be mine this better part. 

O to sit down, by Him made meet, 
With Mary at the Master's feet. 

Be this my happy choice : 
My chiefest care, delight, and bliss, 
My joy, my heaven on earth be this, 

To hear the Bridegroom's voice. 

Ame 

52 3Ctoettt8^j5tetS JSag*— EVENING. 

BRIEF life is here our portion, 
Brief sorrow, short-lived care. 
The life that knows no ending. 
The tearless life is there. 

O happy retribution. 

Short toil, eternal rest. 
For mortals, and for sinners, 
A mansion with the blesl. 
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Twenty-sixth Day. 49 

And now we fight the battle, 

But then shall wear the crown 
Of full and everlasting 

And passionless renown. 

And He Whom now we trust in * 

Shall then be seen and known, 
And they, that know and see Him, 

Shall have Him as their own. 

The morning shall awaken, 

The shadows flee away. 
And each true-hearted servant 

Shall shine as doth the day. ' 

There God, our King and portion, 

In fulness of His grace 
Shall we behold for ever, 

And worship face to face. 

O sweet and blessed country ! 

The home of God's elect ; 
O sweet and blessM country ! 

That eager hearts expect ; 

Jesu ! in mercy bring us 

To that dear land of rest, 
Who art with God the Father, 

And Spirit ever blest. 

Amen. 



3Ctoent8^j5ebentf) JSag*— morning. 

SING we Love ! the Love that liveth. 
Rich in hope, in mercy rare ; 
Sing we Love ! the Lcwe l\\aX. ^^"Csv 
Beauty to all things Ttvo^\.la.vt. 
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Sing we Love ! the Love that trieth 

Unto death in souls to live ; 
Sing we Love ! whose grace supplieth 

Gifts, the best that God can give. 

Sing we Love ! the Love that reigneth 

Until it from sin release, 
Love that for the loved obtaineth 

Pardon, purity, and peace. 

O the blessing of believing 

■ In its life beyond the grave, 
In its giving, its receiving, 
Its omnipotence to save! 

O the blessing of relying 

On its depth of boundless store ! 

So that loving, living, dying, 
We are Love's for evermore. 

Glory unto Love creating ! 

And to Love redeeming, praise ! 
Laud to Love for ever waiting 

To be gracious, all our days !j 

All our days, and, when they're over, 
In the land where saints adore ; 

Where the lov^d and the lover 
Count by days and nights no more. 

Amen. 



54 3Ctoettt8^ie(ebettt|& liaB*— evening. 

SWEET Saviour ! bless us ere we go ; 
Thy Word into our minds instil. 
And make owr iukewarm hearts to glow 
With lowly love, and fervent wlW *. 



Twenty-seventh Day. 5 1 

Through life's long day, and death's dark night, 
O gentie Jesu ! be our light. . 

The day is^ done, its hours have run, 

And Thou hast taken count of all, 
The scanty triumphs grace hath won, 

The broken vow, the frequent fall ; 
Through life's long day, &c. 

Labour is sweet, for Thou hast toil'd, 
And care is light, for Thou hast cared ; 

Let not our hearts with self be soil'd. 
Nor in deceitful ways ensnared ; 
Through life's long day, &c. 

For all we love, the poor, the sad. 

The sinful, unto Thee we call ; 
Let every heart in Thee be glad. 

Thou art our Jesus ! and our all ; 
Through life's long day, &c. 

Sweet Saviour, bless us ; night is come. 
Through night and darkness near us be ; 

Good angels watch about our home. 
And we are one day nearer Thee ; 

Through life's long day, and death's dark night 

O gentle Jesu ! be our light. 



55 WsSSZXASrtV^^ JBaS*— MORNING. 

MY flesh shall rest in hope, my soul 
In Paradise shall be, 
While Time its waves oi ^e^x's* ^^\^\^ 
On io Eternity ; 



Tfie Parish HymnaL 

But Thou, Who in Thy Presence keeps 

That soul, to Thee so dear; 
Wilt not forget the dust that sleeps 

In expectation here. 

Flesh in the holy Virgin's womb 

Thou didst descend to take ; 
Flesh in the consecrated tomb 

Thou didst immortal make : 
And up the path Thy footsteps trod, 

Fair in its life Divine, 
Mine shall go back again to God, 

Made pure and clean through Thine. 

Great was the love that gave to men 

The image of their Lord ; 
Greater the love that back again. 

That image lost, restored ; 
Both in the Christ united stand. 

Nor ever more shall part; 
The moulding of the Maker's hand ! 

The breaking of His heart ! 

Amen. 



CtoentB^eiBf)t1& JSag*— evening. 

SOON and for ever, 
Such promise our trust. 
Though ashes to ashes 

And dust unto dust : 
Soon and for ever 

Our union shall be 
Made perfect, our glorious 

Redeemer, in Thee : 
When the sins and the sorrows 

Of tiTCiQ shall be o*er, 
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Twenty-eighth Day, 53 

Its pangs and its partings 

Remember'd no more, 
Where life cannot fail, and where 

Death cannot sever, 
Christians with Christ shall be 

Soon and for ever. 

Soon and for ever 

The breaking of day 
Shall drive all the night-cloud^ 

Of sorrow away : 
Soon and for ever 

We'll see as we're seen. 
And learn the deep meaning 

Of things that have been : 
When fightings without us 

And fears from within, 
Shall weary no more, in 

The warfare of sin ; 
Where fears, and where tears, and where 

Death shall be never. 
Christians with Christ shall be 

Soon and for ever. 

Soon and for ever 

The work shall be done, 
The warfare accomplished. 

The victory won : 
Soon and for ever 

The soldier lays down 
His sword for a harp, and 

His cross for a crown : 
Then droop not in sorrow, 

Despond not in fear, 
A glonous to-morrow 

Is brightening and neai ; 
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When (blessed reward of each 

Faithful endeavour), 
Christians with Christ shall be 

Soon and for ever. 

Amen. 



Ctoents^intl^ Bag*— morning. 

THE church's one foundation 
Is Jesus Christ her Lord, 
She is His new creation 

By water and the word : 
From Heav'n He came and sought her 

To be His holy Bride, 
With His own Blood He bought her 
And for her life He died. 

Elect from every nation, 

Yet one o'er all the earth, 
Her charter of salvation 

One Lord, one faith, one birth ! 
One holy Name she blesses. 

Partakes one holy food. 
And to one hope she presses, 

With every grace endued. 

Though with a scornful wonder 

Men see her sore opprest, 
By schisms rent asunder, 

By heresies distrest ; 
Yet saints their watch are keeping, 

Their cry goes up — " How long?" 
And soon the night of weeping 
Shall be the mom of soxv^ 
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Twenty-ninth Day, 55 

*Mid toil and tribulation 

The kingdom to restore, 
She waits the consummation 

Of peace for evermore ; 
Till with the vision glorious 

Her longing eyes are blest ; 
And the great church victorious 

Shall be the church at rest. 

Yet she on earth hath union 

With God, the Three in One, 
And mystic sweet communion 

With those whose rest is won : 
O happy ones and holy ! 

Lord, give us grace that we, 
Like them, the meek and lowly, 

On high may dwell with Thee ! 

Amen, 



58 JCtoentB^intl^ JSag.— EVENING. 

YE boundless, realms above 
Exalt your Maker's Name ! 
That God, our God, is Love, 
Above the stars proclaim ; 
Your voices raise, 
Ye cherubim 
And seraphim, 
To sing His praise. 

Thou sun that rul'st the day, 

Thou moon that guid'st the nigjit^ 

Ye stars, your homage pa^ 
To Him Who gave ^o\i\\^\.'. 



The 



pari 



■ish H>' 



t-»i"<''- 



i 






Thirtieth Day, 57 



CJittieti) JBas— MORNING. 

FIERCE the battle rages, 
Foe succeeds to foe, 
Seething tides of tumult 

Surging to and fro : 
Soul- destroying spirits 

Round us rush and rave ; 
Jesus, to the rescue ! 
His redeemed to save : 
Here are toil and tumult. 
Rest and peace above : 
Christ the Lord, — the Leader, 
And His banner — Love. 

Demon after demon 

Wrestled with and fled, 
Passion after passion 

Trampled on and dead ; 
Satan and his legions 

Sounding their retreat ; 
We shall bruise them shortly 

Underneath our feet ; 
Here are toil and tumult, &c. 

Courage, Christian soldiers ! 

Fear not harm or loss. 
Long as ye are fighting 

Round the Holy Cross ; 
He, who on it suffered, 

By it can o'erthrow 
Every inward passion, 

Every outward foe •. 
Here are toil and \^xt«^3^x.,^c, 



58 
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Only be ye watchful. 

Only be ye true, 
Only be ye ready 

All His will to do ; 
Only trust, and triumph 

Shall upon you wait ; 
Only be ye gentle, 

God will make you great : 
Here are toil and tumult, &c. 

Prayers, — ^your rudest wrestlings, 

i^ms, — your roughest ways. 
Fast and work, — your fightings, 
And your shoutings, — praise ! 
Thus wear through life's battle, 

Till its day shall cease ; 
Let, O Lord, Thy servants 
Then depart in peace : 
Here are toil and tumult, 
Rest and peace above : 
Christ the Lord, — the Leader ! 
And His banner — Love. 



60 JTJWirtJ ISag*— EVENING. 
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ING alleluia forth in duteous praise. 
Dwellers in Paradise, and sweetly raise 

An endless allek 



Ye who have gain'd at length your rest in blis 
Ve happy ones, your chant shall still be this, 

An endless ?Si\.^ 



Thirtieth Day, 59 

And ye, who worship round th' Eternal Light, 
In hymning choirs re-echo to the height, 

An endless alleluia I 

This is the rest for weary ones brought back, 
This is the food and drink, which none shall lack, 

An endless alleluia ! 

While Thee, by Whom were all things made, we 

praise 
For ever, and tell out in sweetest lays. 

An endless alleluia ! 

Almighty Christ ! we worship Thee, and sing 
Glory for evermore ; to Thee we bring 

An endless alleluia ! 



61 CJirtss^'rgt ISas.— morning. 

FOR Thee, O dear, dear country, 
Mine eyes their vigils keep. 
For very love, beholding 

Thy happy name, they weep : 
The mention of thy glory 

Is comfort to the breast. 
And medicine in sickness, 
And joy, and peace, and rest, 

O one, O only Mansion ! 

O Paradise of Light ! 
Whence tears are ever banished. 

Where smiles are ever bright ; 
The Lamb is all thy splendour. 

The Crucified thy praise, 
' His laud and benediclioii 

Thy ransom'd peopV^ t^\'s»^'^ 
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With jasper glow thy bulwarks, 

Thy streets with emeralds blaze, 
The sardius and the topaz 

Unite in thee their rays ; 
Thine ageless walls are bonded 

With amethyst unpriced, 
The saints build up its fabric, 

The corner-stone is Christ ! 

Thou hast no shore, fair ocean ! 

Thou hast no time, bright day ! 
Dear Fountain of refreshment, 

To pilgrims far away ; 
Upon the Rock of Ages 

Thy golden turrets shine. 
Thine is the victor's laurel. 

His Crown of glory thine ! 

O sweet and blessed country, 

The home of God's elect ; 
O sweet and blessed country, 

That eager hearts expect : 
Jesu ! in mercy bring us 

To that dear land of rest ; 
Who art with God the Father 

And Spirit, ever blest ! 

Amen. 



62 JrjirtB^'r^t Bag —evening. 

THREE in One ! and One in Three \ 
Ruler of the earth and sea I 
Hear us, while we lift to Thee 
Holy chant and psalm ; 



Thirty-first Day, 

Light of lights ! with morning shine, 
Lift on us Thy light divine, 
And let charity benign 

Breathe on us her balm. 

Light of light ! when falls the even, 
Let it close on sins forgiven, 
Fold us in the peace of heaven, 
Shed a holy calm : 

Three in One, and One in Three, 
Dimly here we worship Thee, 
With the saints hereafter we 

Hope to bear the palm ! 



6i 



Amen. 



PROPER HYMNS: 

TO BE SUNG AT MORNING AND EVENING 
ON THE SUNDAYS AND OTHER HOLY-] 
THROUGHOUT THE YEAR. 

63 CJe dFirgt Suntrag in anbent^— 

Also 1st Sunday after Trinity, 

O^ER the distant mountains breakir 
Comes the redd'ning dawn of da 
Christians, rise, from sleep awaking, 
Rise and sing, and watch and pray : 

'Tis your Saviour 
On His bright returning way ! 

O Thou long-ejcpected ! weary 
Wait our anxious souls for Thee ; 

Life is dark, and earth is dreary. 
Where Thy Light we do not see ; 

O our Saviour ! 
When will Thy next Advent be ? 

Long, too long, in sin and sadness. 
Did our souls from Thee decline. 

When shall we regain the gladness 
Of Thine inner life divine ? 

O our Saviour ! 
When shall we be wholly Thine ? 

Nearer is our souVs salvation, 
Spent the night, the day at Wivd, 
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First Sunday in Advent 63 

Keep us in our lowly station, 
Watching for Thee, till we stand 

On the border 
Of Thy bright and promised Land. 

With our lamps well trimm'd and burning, 

Swift to hear, and slow to roam, 
Watching for Thy glad returning 
To restore us to our home ; 
Come, O Saviour, 
O our Saviour, quickly come ! 

Amen. 

64 jFir^t Suntrag in aiibent.— evening. 

Also \st Sunday after Trinity, 

LO He comes ! Whom ever}' nation 
Taught of God desired to see, 
Filled with hope and expectation 

That He would their Saviour be : 
Sing, O sing with exultation, 

Lo ! He calls us to our home : 
Peace, redemption, joy, salvation, 
Now from heav'n to earth are come. 

See He comes ! Whom kings and sages. 

Prophets, patriarchs of old. 
Distant climes, and countless ages 

Waited eager to behold : 
Sing, O sing with exultation. 

Haste we to our Father's home : 
Peace, redemption, joy, salvation. 

Now from heav'n to earth are come. 

See the Lamb of God appe^ixvcv^ 
God of God, from lieaViv ^Xiov^i \ 
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See the Heav'nly Bridegroom cheering 
His dear Bride with words of love. 

Glory to the Eternal Father, 
Glory to the Incarnate Son, 

Glory to the Holy Spirit, 
Glory to the Three in One ! 

Amen, 



5 Seconir Suntras in aiibent— morning. 

Also 2nd Sunday after Trinity, 

HOSANNA to the living Lord, 
Hosanna to th* Incarnate Word, 
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, Xing, 
Let earth, let heav'n hosannas sing 1 
Hosanna Lord ! 
Hosanna in the highest ! 

O Saviour, with protecting care 
Come to Thy holy temple, where 
Assembled in Thy sacred Name, 
Thy saints Thy parting promise claim. 
Hosanna Lord ! 
Hosanna in the highest ! 

But, chiefest, in each cleansed breast 
Eternal, make Thy Spirit rest. 
That every secret soul may be 
A temple pure, and worthy Thee. 
Hosanna Lord ! 
Hosanna in the highest ! 

So in the last and dreadful day, 

IVAen heaven and earth shaWpass ^cw^c^, 



Second Sunday in Advent 65 

Thy flock, made pure from sinful stain, 
Shall swell the sound of praise again. 
Hosanna Lord ! 
Hosanna in the highest ! 

)6 Second Suntrag in aiibent— evening. 

Also 2nd Sunday after Trinity. 
W the day is hasting on 



N°. 



When the righteous shall have rest, 
When the foemen shall be gone, 
When the patient shall be blest. 

Day of yet unheard-of light, 
Day of life with God on high, 

Day, which shall have no more night, 
Day, when death itself shall die. 

Lo, the King most dear and fair ! 

He, for Whom the righteous long, 
Comes, in answer to their prayer. 

Comes, in His salvation strong. 

O what rapture and delight ! 

O what sweet and glad amaze. 
When the saints who loved Him right, 

On the face of Jesus gaze. 

There are endless peace and truth, 

Gladness unalloyed by care, 
Bloom and glow of ageless youth, 

God's own full salvation there. 

Righteous Judge, enthroned on high. 

Call us to that realm above ; 
Thou, for Whom we yearn and sigh, 

Thou, for Whom we watcYv mVov^. 
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67 CJirir Suntrag m atJbent^— mori^ 

Also yd Sunday after Trinity, 

LO ! He comes with clouds desceiu^ 
Once for favour'd sinners slain, 
Thousand, thousand saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of His train ; 

Alleluia ! 
Christ returns to earth again. 

Every eye shall now behold Him 
Robed in dreadful majesty ; 

Those who set at naught and sold Him 
Pierced and naiPd Him to the tree : 

Deeply wailing, 
Shall the dread Messiah see. 

Full salvation, long expected, 
Comes at last, O earth prepare ! 

All His saints, The Once-rejected, 
Rise to welcome in the air : 
And be with Him, 
In His glorious session there. 

Then shall all the world adore Thee, 
For whose sins Thou didst atone. 

Bowing down, O Christ, before Thee, 
Seated on Thy judgment throne. 

Owning ever 
Thee as God, and God alone. 



68 Cftirt Suntrag (n aiibent— evei 

Also yd Sunday after Trinity. 

HOW shall we receive Thee 
How meet Thee oiv Thy way 
Blest hope of every nallou, 
Our heart's deliglit and sVay*^ 
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Third Sunday in Advent 6y 

Vouchsafe us, gentle Jesus, 

By Thine illuming' light, 
To know whatever is pleasing, 

And perfect in Thy sight. 

Thy church Thy path is strewing x 

With branches fresh and fair, 
Let every heart awaking 

Its secret song prepare : 
Perpetual thanks and praises. 

Let Thy redeemed sing. 
And to Thy Name pure service 

Of adoration bring. 

Thou comest, Lord, to judgment, 

Alas, for those who hate ! 
But O the joy unspeakable 

For those who watch and wait ! 
Come quickly, gracious Saviour, 
^ And gather us to Thee, 
That in Thy light eternal 

Our happy home may be. 

Amen. 



9 dFourti^ Sunirag in ailibent.— morning. 

THE world may in its wealth delight. 
And glory in its pride ; 
Exalt its wisdom, boast its might. 

And in its strength confide : 
But we will in the Lord re^ovc^, 
His every heart, and ever^ vo\c^ \ 
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The world may in the joys of life 

Its only purpose own, 
Shun all its earnest upward strife, . 

And live for self alone : 
But we will in the Lord rejoice, 
His every heart and every voice. 

With rising mom, His glorious Name, 
With setting eve, His Praise, 

Our lives shall earnestly proclaim 
Thro' all their works and ways : 

In Him alone will we rejoice. 

With harp and lute, and heart and vojce. 

Well watch for His returning Light ; 

And when we praise or pray. 
Our thoughts shall be of waning night. 

Our dreams of dawning day ; 
Always in Him will we rejoice, 
His every heart, and every voice. 

And thus, while running life's long race, 

Tho' let and hindered sore. 
His mercy and His bounteous grace 

Will help us evermore : 
Who chiefly do in Him rejoice. 
Shall have light heart, and cheerful voice. 

Happy, earth's vanities to miss. 

Its dangers to withstand : 
The secret of our gladness this, 

The- Saviour is at hand : 
Before Him we shall soon rejoice. 
With sinless heart, ai^d ceaseless voice. 



at^Km^a^M^m 



Fourth Sunday in Advent, 69 



70 jFdurtS Sunirag xxi anbent— morning. 

*T^IS midnight! on the sleeping world is break- 

1 ing 

The roseate dawn of an eternal day ; 
Tis morning ! and the sleepers are awaking 

To bless the light, as shadows flee away : 
He comes ! He comes ! in gracious Love descend- 
ing, 

Lift up your heads, Redemption draweth near ; 
Down on your knees, in prayerful awe attending, 

The Dawn, the Day of Christ, the Lord, is here. 

Awake ! awake ! their good-will carols singing, 

Sweet angel-voices stir the listening air, 
And merry chimes of Christmas bells are ringing. 

The Lord is here, and gladness everywhere : 
Look up ! look up ! peace and good-will restoring, 

The Prince of Peace doth angel-girt appear ; 
Down on your knees,, in prayerful awe adoring. 

Lift up your hearts, the Lord of Life is here. 



71 (ttjrtefmag Bag.— morning. 

HARK ! the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the new-bom King ! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 
Joyful all ye nations rise, 
, Join the triumph of the skies \ 
y^'ith. i\iQ angel-hosl pTOc:\a!va\^ 
Christ is born in Be\.\v\eVvexsv. 



70 The Parish Hymnal, 

Christ ! by highest Heaven adored ! 
Christ ! the everlasting Lord ! 
Late in time behold Him come, 
Offspring of a Virgin's womb. 
Veil'd in flesh the Godhead see ! 
Hail, Incarnate Deity ! 
Pleased as man with man to dwell, 
Jesus — our Emmanuel ! 

Hail the God come down to bless ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Ris'n with healing on His wings. 
Now He lays His glory by, 
Bom that man no more may die ; 
Bom to raise the Sons of Earth ; 
Born to give them second birth. 

Hail the Father's Love that gave ! 
Hail the Son that died to save ! 
Hail the Holy Spirit ! sent 
Souls to further, and prevent 
With the Grace, so freely giv'n, 
To help sinners back to Heav'n. 
For the gift of God's dear Son : 
Hail ! Etemal Three in One ! 

Amen. 

Also Hymn 178. 

72 (tt^ttetmag ISaB*— EVENING. 

To Christ, the Lord, 
Th' Incarnate Word, 
Who left for us His Father's Throne ; 
Put off His crown, 
To earth came down, 



^J^^^^am^^^^^^t^^M^^ti^^m^m^amt^tl^K^^'^hn^ .^—^ ^ ^ — _■ ■ ^^b ~b ■■&■ 



Christmas Day, 71 

And lived amongst us as our own ; 
The praises of our lives belong, 
Accept, O Lord ! both lives and song. 

To Him Who lay, 
As on this day. 
Low in His manger-bed on earth ; 
The Holy Child, 
Who, undefiled. 
Was bom to give us second birth ; 
The praises of our lives belong, 
Accept, O Lord ! both lives and song. 

His Name be blest, 
Who, from His rest, 
Came down to suffer for us here ; 
Our sins to bear, 
Our griefs to share. 
To shed and dry the mourner's tear. 
To Him our lives and praise belong ; 
Accept, O Lord ! both lives and song. 

Glory and love 
To God above. 
Be ever in the Highest giv'n ! 
Good will to men 
Below, and then 
Peace, endless peace, 'twixt earth and heav*n. 
Our lives, our praise, to Christ belong ; 
Accept, O Lord I both lives and song. 

Amen. 

Also Hymns 22, 96. 



J The Parish Hymnal. 

} dTiwt StintiaB after (ffiSristmaiE; — mor 

Also 4/^ Sunday after Trinity, 

OF the Father sole-begotten, 
Ere the worlds began to be ; 
He the Alpha and Omega ! 

He the source, the ending He ! 
Of the things that are, that have been, 
And that future years shall see. 
Evermore and evermore ! 

He is here, Whom seers in old time. 

Chanted of while ages ran ; 
Whom the writings of the Prophets 

Promised since the world began. 
Shadowed then, now manifested. 

Son of God and Son of Man, 
Evermore and evermore. 

O that ever-blessed birthday. 
When the Virgin, full of grace. 

By the Holy Ghost conceiving. 
Bare the Saviour of our race ; 

And our gracious God, Incarnate, 
Look'd on us with human face. 
Evermore and evermore. 

Praise Him, O ye heav'ns of heav'ns ! 

Praise Him, angels in the height I 
Every virtue, every power. 

In the praise of God unite ; 
Nor let His redeemed be silent, 

Worshipping the Infinite, * 
Evermore and evermore. 

Laud and honour to the Father •, 
-Laud and honour to the Soi\ ; 



First Sunday after Christmas. 73 

Laud and honour to the Spirit ; 

Ever Three and ever One ! 
Mystery of love eternal, 
While unending ages run, 
Evermore and evermore. 

Amen. 

74 :ff\x%X Suntrag after (ffiSriisitmaiE; —even. 

Also 4/^ Sunday after Trinity, 

" r^ LORY be to God on high !'' 

VJ " Peace on earth ! good will toward men !" 
Angels sing, and, in reply, 

Mortals answer them again. 
Ye who round the throne admire, 

Ye who are redeem'd on earth, 
Swell the everlasting choir, 

Sing the glorious Saviour's Birth. 

We were lost, but we are found ; 

Dead, but now alive are we ; 
We were sore in bondage bound, 

Till He came to set us free : 
Strangers, and He takes us in ; 

Hungry, He becomes our food ; 
Sick, and He from stain of sin 

Cleanses with His Precious Blood. 

Therefore will we sing His praise, 

Who His lost ones thus restored ; 
Hearts and voices both shall raise 

Alleluias to the Lord. 
Alleliiia ! heav'n is won ! 

Alleluia ! man is free ! 
Alleluia \ God's own Soi\^ 

SsLviouv is eternally. 



74 The Parish Hymnal. 

In the lowest — far below 

All the depths of human care, 
Where amid the shades of woe, 

Man knew nothing but despair ; 
In the highest — far above 

Seraphs' gaze or angels' ken — 
Glory to the God of Love ; 

Peace on earth ! good-will toward men I 



75 SecontJ Stint^ag aft ^%x\%Xms.—^o 

Also ^th Sunday after Trinity, 

IN the Highest, Highest ! 
Lowest 'mid the low ! 
Gladdest in His Glory ! 
Saddest in His Woe ! 
Man, of men most lowly, 

God, all gods above ; 
Sing, my soul, the story 
Of Incarnate Love. 

King of kings, a Servant ! 

God the Maker, made ! 
Born 4n lowly stable, 
s In rude manger laid : 

Angels and arch-angels 

Round that manger throng. 
Worshipping their Maker 

In adoring song. 

Light of light, and shadow ! 

God of God, and Man ! 
Creature and Creator \ 
O how strangely ran 



Second Sunday after Christmas. 75 

Thro' Thy light the shadow. 

Thro' Thy shade the light, 
Thro' Thy night the morning, 

Thro' Thy day the night ! 

Mystery of Mercy ! 

Mystery of Love ! 
God in man amongst us, 

Man in God above ! 
There the human nature. 

In which we adore, 
Here the Life Eternal, 

In\is evermore ! 

6 Secontr SuntiaB aft* (ffiSrtetmaiE;*— even. 

Also ^th Sunday after Trinity, 

SWEET is Thy mercy, Lord ! 
Before Thy Mercy-seat ; ' 
pur souls adoring plead Thy word. 
And own Thy mercy sweet 

Our need and Thy desires 

Are all in Christ complete ; 
Thou hast the justice truth requires, 
' And we Thy mercy sweet. 

Where'er Thy Name is blest, 

Where'er Thy people meet, 
There they delight in Thee to rest, 

And find Thy mercy sweet. 

Light Thou our weary way, 
Lead Thou our wandering feet ; 

That, while we stay on earth, we may 
Still find Thy mercy sweet. 

Thus shall the Heavervly \\q^\. 

Hear all our sot\gs Tep^^X. 
To Father, Son, arvd ^oVj ^V^'^v, 

Our joy — Thy rcvexcY s^^^'^^' 



76 The Parish Hymnal. 

77 W^t (ffiiwimcision of (ffijrist —morn 

PILGRIMS of Christ, press on, press on ! 
Another year is come and gone ; 
Another wave of Time's great sea 
Hath roird into Eternity ; 
Soon in that dear and happy land 
Our weary pilgrim feet shall stand. 
And Alleluias, on the shore 
Of life, we'll sing for evermore ! 

Pilgrims of Christ ! your hearts upraise 
With thoughts of home and songs of praise, 
Cheat the long toil, and cheer the way 
With hopes of that undying day; 
When all the trouble and distress. 
That wearied in the wilderness. 
Shall be reipember'd, but to prove 
The blessings of redeeming Love ! 

Across the threshold of the year 
That draws to death and life more near, 
With Gospel preparation shod. 
And, sprinkled with the Blood of God, 
Press on ; each hope of joy and gain 
Chastened by memories of His pain. 
Who first this day did shed of yore, 
His Blood for us, for evermore ! 

Also Hymn 177. 

78 W^z (ffitoumcision of (ttSrist*— even. 

ANOTHER year hath fled ; renew, 
hoT^, with our days Thy love ! 
Our days are evil here and ievj, 
We look to live above : 



The Circumcisiofi of Christ JJ 

We will not grieve, though day by day 
We pass from earthly joys away, 
Our joy abides in Thee. 

Yet, when our sins we call to mind, 

We cannot fail to grieve ; 
But Thou art pitiful and kind, 

The contrite to receive : 
O Jesu ! evermore the same, 
Our hope we rest upon Thy Name ; 

Our hope abides in Thee. 

For all the future, Lord ! prepare 

Our souls with strength divine. 
Help us on Thee to cast our care, 

On Thee, for we are Thine : 
Life without Thee is dark and drear. 
And death not death, if Thou be near ; 

Our life abides in Thee. 



79 CJe lEpipJang,— MORNING. 

• 

As with gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold ; 
As with joy they haiPd its light, 
Leading onward, beaming bright ; 
So, most gracious God, may we 
Evermore be led to Thee ! 

As with joyful steps they sped 

To that lowly manger-bed ; 

There to bend the knee before 

Him, Whom heaven and earth adore \ 

So may we, with mWm^ i^tX.^ 

Ever seek Thy metc^-s^^.\.\ 



The Parish HymndL 

As they offered gifts most rare 
At Thy manger, rude and bare ; 
So may we, with holy joy. 
Pure, and free from sin's alloy, 
All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to Thee, our heavenly King ! 

Holy Jesu I every day 
Keep us in the narrow way ; 
And, when earthly things are past, 
Bring our ransom'd souls, at last. 
Where they need no star to guide, 
Where no clouds Thy glory hide. 

In the heavenly country bright 
Need they no created light ; 
Thou its light, its joy, its crown. 
Thou its sun, which goes not down ; 
There for ever may we sing 
Alleluias to our King ! 



W^z 3EpipfianB»— EVENING. 

PRAISE the Lord, ye heav'ns above 1 
His eternal Name be blest, 
Who in His Incarnate love 
Was to man made manifest. 

Spread His glorious praise abroad, 
Of His loving-kindness sing ; 

Sing ye praises to our God, 
Sing ye praises to our King I 

Though He-in a maxx^et \\e?», 
He is Lord of heavexv 2iiv^ ^^x\}cs.\ 



^ggg 
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The Epiphany, 

« 

Hell, before Him moved, doth rise, 
Death is trembling at His birth. 

Guided, by His leading Star, 
To the footstool of your King ; 

Come ye nations from afar, 
And your hearts as tribute bring. 

Bring your gold, an ofPring meet, 
All your richest treasures lay, 

Come and lay them at the feet 
Of your Infant King to-day. 

Incense of the loving soul 

Offer in His poor abode. 
Let its clouds of perfume roll 

Round the Infant Son of God. 

Myrrh — ^meet emblem of the death 
Soon to close life's narrow span, — 

With its pure and fragrant breath. 
Offer to the Son of Man, 

He hath rent the parting veil, 
He hath made the nations one ; 

O ye ransom'd people, hail, 
Come and hail th' Eternal Son. 

Come with faith serene and sure, 
Do His will, and tread His ways ; 

Come with hearts uplift and pure. 
Come with endless songs of praise. 

His eternal mercies laud. 

His eternal praises sing; 
Sing ye praises to our God> 

Sing ye praises to our Km^\ 



79 




The Parish HymnaL 

x%X Stintjag after lEpipSattB.— mor] 

Also 6th Sunday after Trinity, 

HAIL to the Lord's Anointed ! 
Great David's greater Son ; 
Hail I in the time appointed, 
His reign on earth begun. 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free, 
To take away transgression, 
And rule in equity. 

He comes with succour speedy 

To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy. 

And bid the weak be strong : 
To give them songs for sighing, 

Their darkness turn to light, 
Whose souls, condemned and dying, 

Were precious in His sight. 

Arabia's desert ranger 

To Him shall bow the knee ; 
The Ethiopian stranger 

His glory come to see ; 
With off*rings of devotion 

Ships from the isles shall meet. 
And wealth of earth and ocean 

Lay down before His feet. 

Kings shall fall down before Him 

And gold and incense bring. 
All nations shall adore Him, 

His praise all people sing; 
For He shall have dominion 

O^er fivtx, sea, and shore, 
Far as the eagle's pinion 
Or dove's light wing, can soat. 



■Uy^ 



First Sunday after Epiphany, 8 1 

O'er every heart victorious 

He on His throne shall rest, 
From age to age more glorious, 

All blessing, and all blest : 
The tide of Time shall never 

His covenant remove. 
His Name shall stand for ever 

The one great Name of Love ! 



J2 JTir^t Suntjag after IBpipSattB — even. 

Also 6th Sunday after Trinity, 

MY Saviour ! how my soul admires 
The wisdom of Thy youth to see. 
Yet still, with holier desires, 
Longs more for Thy humility. 

Sweet are the gracious words which fall 
Where sages wonder and approve, 

But sweeter, dearer far than all, 
The accents of Thy filial love. 

Blest be Thy love. Thou Saviour dear ! 

Thy thoughtful love for ever blest ; 
Which unto man doth stoop so near, 

To make Thy goodness manifest. 

The greatness of that mighty love 
Which doth not little things despise, 

But, to be meek and good, doth prove 
Is to be truly great and wise. 

Blest be that love ! and blest the homes 
Where, taught by Thine exami^le ttvis,^ 

Childhood is tram'd, X\\\ Twax^CkC>^ ^^^^^'s*^ 
And leads us, iorlVv T\v^ V^\.o ^^• 

G 



The Parish Hymnal, 

\ SerotttK SunTrag aft. IBpipfiattB^— mor 

LORD ! my heart's desire 
Is Thy joy to be, 
Ever drawing nigher, 
Nigher Lord to Thee ! 

All my will subduing 

To Thy will's control, 
All Thy life renewing 

In my secret soul. 

All the wreck restoring 

Sin hath made in all, 
Until rapt, adoring, 

At Thy feet I fall. 

How my heart can reach Thee 

From a depth so low, 
*Tis not mine to teach Thee, 

Thou alone dost know ! 

All I ask is, take me 

Nigher Lord to Thee, 
All I ask is, make me 

What Thy child should be. 

Draw me, draw me nearer. 

Higher, higher raise. 
Let my love grow dearer, 

Purer be my praise ! 

Grant my heart's desire, 

All my mind fulfil, 
T'lM I reach the higher 

Level of Thy w\V\ \ 



Second Sunday after Epiphany, 83 

84 SecontK SuntiaB aft IBpipSattB^— even. 

ALLELUIA ! sweetest anthem ! 
Voice of joy, that may not die, 
Alleluia ! song of gladness ! 

Even for the saints on high ; 
Sung by holy ones abiding 
In God's home eternally. 

Alleluia ! joyful mother, 

Salem crown'd above and free ; 

Alleluia is thy watchword, 

Where thine own rejoice with thee ; 

While as yet by BabePs waters 
Mourning exiles still are we. 

Alleluia cannot always 

Be our song while here below, 

Its rejoicings our transgressions 
Make us for awhile forego : 

And the solemn time is coming, 
When our tears for sin must flow. 

Alleluia — (penitential 

Though our Lenten hymns shall be,) — 
Alleluia soon shall follow 

In glad Easter songs to Thee ! 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 

Ever-blessed Trinity. 

Amen. 

85 • CSirt Suntrag aft* lEpipfianB.— morn. 

Also 7th Sunday after Trinity, 

WORSHIP the Lord in the beauty of holiness! 
Bow down before Him, His ^lot^ -^t^O^^ocssn.^ 
Gold of obedience, and inceivs^ oi VyN^^xv^'=>.'5»^ 
Bring, and adore Him, the 'LoxdV^ Vk:\%^"5^^Kv^ 



84 Tlie Parish Ilyninal. 

Low at His feet lay thy burden of carefulness, 
High on His heart He will bear it for thee, 

Comfort thy sorrows, and answer thy prayerfulnes 
Guiding thy steps as may best for thee be. 

Fear not to enter His courts in the slenderness 
Of the poor wealth thou can'st reckon as thine, 

Truth in its beauty, and love in its tenderness, 
These are the ofTrings to lay on His shrine. 

These, though we bring them in trembling and fea 
fulness 

He will accept for the Name that is dear ; 
Mornings of joy give for evenings of tearfulness, 

Trust for our trembling, and hope for our fear. 

Worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness : 
Bow down before Him, His glory proclaim; 

Gold of obedience, and incense of lowliness, 
Bring, and adore Him, the Lord is His Name. 



86 Cfiirt SunliaB after (BpipJattB;— evei 

Also Jtk Sunday after Trinity, 

OLOVE ! how deep, how broad, how high : 
It fills the heart with ecstasy : 
That God, the Son of God, should take 
Mortality for mortals' sake. 

For us baptized \ then Spirit-led 
He fasted — Who the thousands fed ; 
For us let Satan near Him stay. 
For us made Satan flee away. 

For us He prayed, for us He taught, 
For us His mighty works He v/tou^Vvt *, 



Third Sunday after Epiphany. 85 

By words and deeds for ever thus 
Still seeking not Himself, but us. 

J«'or us to wicked men betra/d 
Scourg'd, mock'd, in purple robe array'd, 
With wounded limbs, and bleeding side, 
He bore the shameful cross, and died. 

For us He from the grave did rise, 
For us went up beyond the skies. 
For us sent down His Spirit here. 
To guide, to strengthen, and to cheer. 

Therefore to Him, Whose love hath won 
Salvation for us, through the Son,. 
To God the Father, glory be. 
Now, and through all eternity. 

Amen. 



87 jTourtft Suntjas aft* ffipipSang — morn. 

Also %th Sunday after Trinity, 

HAIL ! Thou Source of every blessing : 
Friend and Saviour of mankind ; 
Gentiles now Thy truth possessing 
To Thy courts admission find. 

Gratefully we bow before Thee, 
In Thy Church have found a place. 

Now believe, and now adore Thee, 
Praise Thy Name, and own Thy grace. 

Once of old before Thy manger. 
Thee, our Infant God and Kitv^l 

We did worship, whetv \Yv^ ^Xx^acw^^x 
0^'rings to The CV^sX ^vSLXycv^'il*^ 




TJu Parish Hymnal, 

Now each one, a priest anointed. 
Bringing incense, gold, and myrrh, 

We may, as Thou hast appointed, 
In Thy temple minister. 

Gold we bring Thee, King immortal, 
Incense — ^for Thou hearest prayer ; 

Myrrh — we lay down at the portal 
Of the grave Thy love did share. 

Christ ! accepted for Thy merit, 
Live we in Thy life below ; 

Here Thy kingdom we inherit. 
There shall all its gladness know. 



dTourt^ SunliaB aft» iEpipSaitg^— even. 

Also Sth Sunday after Trinity, 

LIGHT of the world !" we hail Thee 
Flushing the Eastern skies, 
Never shall darkness veil Thee 

Again from human eyes ; 
Too long, alas ! withholden, 

Now, spread from shore to shore. 
Thy light, so glad and golden, 
Shall set on earth no more ! 

" Light of the world ! " Thy beauty 

Steals into every heart, 
And glorifies with duty 

Life's poorest, humblest part : 
Thou robest in Thy splendour 

The simple ways of men ; 
And helpest them to render 
Light back to Thee again. 



FourtJi Sunday after Epipliany. 87 

'' Light of the World!" before Thee 

Our spirits prostrate fall ; 
We worship, we adore Thee, 

Thou Light, the life of alL 
With Thee is no forgetting 

Of all Thy hand hath made ; 
Thy rising hath no setting, 

Thy sunshine hath no shade. 

" Light of the World !" illumine 

This darkened land of Thine, 
Till all that now is human 

Be fill'd with life divine ; 
Till every tongue and nation, 

From sin's dominion free, 
Rise in the new creation, 

That springs from Love and Thee. 

Amen. 



9 dFiftJ SuntiaB after IBplpftanB— morn. 

Also ^th Sunday after Trinity, 

JESU ! to think of Thee, how sweet. 
In Thy dear Name what memories meet ; 
But O, than honey sweeter far 
The glimpses of Thy Presence are. 

Jesu ! what word more dear than this ? 
What name can truer, deeper bliss. 
To souls that feel Thy pardon, bring. 
Than that dear Name we love to sing ? 

Jesu ! Thou Hope of souls forlorn, 
Thou Comforter of all that mourn. 
To those who seek TYvet, O \\sy« '^'^^^ 
But what art Thou lo V\iOS^ ^Vo ^xnS^X 



The Parish Hymnal, 

Jesu ! no words could e'er express 
Thy love in all its tenderness ; 
He only knows how dear Thou art 
Who hides Thy sweetness in his heart. 

Jesu ! life's Sweetness, pure and blest, 
Truth's Fountain, Light of souls distress'd ; 
Surpassing all the heart desires. 
Exceeding all the soul requires ; 

Jesu ! Thee following, we raise 
Adoring hymns of love and praise ; 
Waiting the day when we shall be 
Made, for the Father, meet through Thee. 



) JFiftfi SunlraB after iBpipftans —even. 

Also ^th Sunday after Trinity, 

SAVIOUR, sprinkle many nations. 
Fruitful let Thy sorrows be ; 
By Thy pains and consolations 
Draw the Gentiles unto Thee. 
Of Thy cross the wondrous story 

Be to all the nations told, 
Let them see Thee in Thy glory, 
And Thy mercy manifold. 

Far and wide, though all unknowing, 
Pants for Thee each human breast ; 

Human tears for Thee are flowing. 
Human hearts in Thee would rest. 

Thirsting, as for dews of even. 
As the new-mown grass for rain, 

Thee they seek, as God of Heaven, 
Thee, as Man, for sinners s\a\i^. 



FiftJi SiDiday after EpipJia)iy. 89 

Saviour, lo, the isles are waiting, 

Stretched the hand, and strain'd the sight, 
For the Spiritfs new-creating, 

Love's pure flame, and wisdom's light ; 
Give the word, and send the preacher, 

Speed the foot, and touch the tongue. 
Till Thy praise by taught and teacher 

Over all the world be sung. 

Amen. 



Siartf) SuntiaB after iBpipJanp*— morn. 

Also loth Sunday after Trinity. 

ODAY of rest and gladness, 
O day of joy and light ; 
O balm of care and sadness, 

Most beautiful, most bright ! 
On thee the high and lowly 

Through ages, joined in tune. 
Sing " Holy, Holy, Holy," 
To the great God Triune. 

On thee, at the creation. 

The light first had its birth. 
On thee for our salvation 

Christ rose from depths of earth ; 
On thee our Lord victorious 

The Spirit sent from heaven, 
And thus on thee, most glorious, 

A triple light was given. 

Thou art a port protected 

From storms that round us rise \ 

A garden intersecled 
With streams oi Pai2id[vSk^ % 



go The Parish HymnaL 

Thou art a cooling fountain 
In lifers dry dreary sand, 

From thee, like Pisgah's mountain, 
We view our promised land. 

Thou art a holy ladder, 

Where angels go and come ; 
Each Sunday finds us gladder, 

Nearer to heaven our home ; 
A day of sweet refection 

Thou art, a day of love, 
A day of resurrection 

From earth to things above. 

To-day, on weary nations 

The heavenly manna falls ; 
To holy convocations 

The silver trumpet calls. 
Where gospel-light is glowing 

With pure and radiant beams ; 
And living water flowing 

With soul-refreshing streams. 

New graces ever gaining 

From this our day of rest, 
We reach the rest remaining 

To spirits of the blest. 
To Holy Ghost be praises 

To Father and to Son, 
The church her voice upraises 

To Thee, blest Three in One ! 

Amen. 



Sixth Sunday after Epiphany, 91 

j2 Stetfi Sunlrafi after IBpipJanB,— even. 

Also loth Sunday after Trinity, 

HOW sweet the Name of Jesus falls 
On a believer's ear, 
It soothes his grief, his hope recalls, 
And drives away his fear. 

It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast ; 

'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest. 

Dear Name ! the Rock on which we build 

Our shield and hiding-place ; 
Our never-failing treasury, filled 

With boundless stores of grace. 

Jesu, our brother and our friend. 

Our prophet, priest, and king, 
Our Lord, our life, our way, our end. 

Accept the praise we bring I 

Weak every effort of each heart. 

And cold its warmest thought ; 
But, when we see Thee as Thou art. 

Well praise Thee as we ought. 

Till then we would Thy love proclaim 

With every fleeting breath. 
And may the music oi T\\^ '^•axsve. 

-Refresh our souls m d^-axNxX 






^sivcef^*u Bread <Jc^*^ 
Z-^-^'nrisb without ^^ 



Septtmgesima Sunday. 93 

Arise, and lay the billows 

Around us calm and deep, 
Awake, and bid the passions 

That swell within us sleep. 

Lift up Thyself among us, 

And let Thy Presence fill 
The void that makes the tempest. 

Till every heart be still ; 

Till every sorrow slumber, 

And every passion cease. 
Then shall we sing our praises 

To Thee, the God of Peace. 

O Voice of mighty wonder, 

Whom winds and waves obey. 
Shall we be — we Thy children — 

Less dutiful than they ? 

Shelter us, Holy Father ; 

O Holy Spirit, be 
Our Comforter ; O Jesu, 

We perish without Thee. 

Sexafiei5ima Suntias— morning. 

Also i2th Sunday after Trinity. 

N exile here we wander, 
In heaven is our abode, 
The city of the angels. 
The city of our God : 
And here we toil, and strive, and fight. 

With sin and woe opprest ; 
There God will give lYve soivs oWv^x. 
Eternal joy and rest. 



I 




Tite Parish HymnaL 



Through many sore temptations, 

By many sorrows torn ; 
A^ith many lamentations, 

Our frequent falls we mourn : 
"aith holds out the vision bright 
3f our eternal home ; 
Hope assures that land of light 
A^en we have overcome. 

esu, our joy and gladness, 

To Thee for aid we flee ; 
Sive tears of true contrition, 

Our souls from sin set free : 
we shall see that gladsome day 
A^hen, bathed in joy divine, 
ig Thy Saints, and bright as they, 
A^e shall for ever shine. 

There we, as children, dwelling, 

Who here, as exiles, groan, 
jod's praises shall be telling 

Before His glorious throne : 
I in our Father's home shall rest 
"rom strife and sorrow free, \ 

join the anthem of the blest 
"or ever. Lord, to Thee. : 



rafie^ima Suntiag— evening. 

Also \2th Sunday after Trinity. 

rHE church has waited long 
Her absent Lord to see ; 
d still, in loneliness, she waits, 
I friendless stranger she. 
^e after age has gone, 
n after sun has set, 



I 



Scxagcsiina SnndLrv. 95 

And still, in weeds of widowhood, 
She weeps a mourner yet. 

Saint after saint on earth 

Has lived, and loved, and died, 
And as they left us, one by one, 

We laid them side by side ; 

We laid them down to sleep. 

But not in hope forlorn ; 
We laid them down to ripen there, 

Until the glorious morn. 

We long to hear Thy voice, 

To see Thee face to face. 
To share Thy crown and glory then, 

As now we share Thy grace ; 

Should not the loving Bride 

The absent Bridegroom mourn ? 
Should she not wear the weeds of grief 

Until her Lord return ? 

The whole creation groans, 

And waits to hear that Voice 
That shall restore her comeliness. 

And make her wastes rejoice. 

Come, Lord, and wipe away 

The curse, the sin, the stain, 
And make this blighted world of ours 

Thine own fair world again. 

Amen. 

(©umpaflesima Sunlrag.— morning. 

Also I'^th Sunday after Trinity. . 

^EAR Name of Life and Light and Love 1 
.J Dread Name of awe aiv^ ^oxAsxX 
Great Name ! all otVvet xvarcves ?iJckQM^> 
In heav'n^s vast \\e\g\vt axv^ \rcv^^x \ — 



The Parish Hymnal, 

r in life ! our hope in death ! 
od ! when we adore Thee, 
lushM voice, and bated breath, 
breathe that Name before Thee. 

it angels in their worlds of light, 
changels in their splendour, 
i Its majesty and might 
heir ceaseless homage render ; 
i cherubim and seraphim, 
i^ho live but to adore Thee, 
eir faces veil. Its light to dim, 
vVhile worshipping before Thee. 

veet Name that fills the soul with love, 

The heart with thoughts of duty, 
hat unto ravishment doth move 

The spirit with Its beauty : 
low pure the heart, the lips how clean. 

With which, when we adore Thee, 
Ve should spread all that we do mean 

Lord in that Name before Thee. 

Vs doves around their dove-cote wheel, 

Each circle closer, fonder, 
)0 round that Name our hearts do steal. 

And pause, and pray, and ponder : 
rill drawing near, with bated breath. 

And nearer to adore Thee, 
3ur joy in life ! our hope in death ! 

We utter It before Thee : 

\nd all our poor petitions make 
Effectual, — for Jesus' sake. 

Amen. 



Quinquagesima Sunday, 97 

8 <©u!nq[uagei5ima Sunlras^— evening. 

Also 13M Sunday after Trinity, 

LORD, Pm oppressed ; O undertake 
For me, for my Redeemer's saJce ; 
Unclean, unworthy, I confess, 
Yet O, accept His Righteousness. 

On Him alone I dare repose, 
From Him alone my comfort flows ; 
And all I am, or hope to be, 
I owe, through Him, my God, to Thee. 

A wanderer — His mercy sought, 

A slave — His Blood my freedom bought ; 

And, dead in trespasses and sin. 

His Voice awoke life's pulse within. 

Hear, O my God ! a child of Grace, 
Presuming thus to seek Thy face ; 
Accept my praise, and for Thy Son 

perfect Thou the work begun. 

Low at Thy footstool. Lord, I lie. 
Look kindly on me, else I die ; 
Look kindly, nor let sin destroy 
The bursting blossoms of my joy. 

Since faint and feeble, weak and low, 

1 cannot stay, yet dare not go ; 

I have no strength, no hope, no plea. 
Unless Thou undertake for me. 

9 asftJHBetinwtiaB*— MORNING. 

LORD, in these days of humblest prayer. 
Our consciences to Thee vj^ \sax^^ 
In mtrcy us Thy cYiildxen s^^x^, 

H 




The Parish Hymnal, 

O hearken when we cry ; 
Chastise us in Thy fear ; 
Yet, Father, in the multitude 
Of Thy compassions, hear. 

happy time of cleansing tears, 

Of surer hopes, through chast'ning fears, 

Undoing all our evil years ! 

O hearken when we cry I 

Chastise us in Thy fear ; 
Yet, Father, in the multitude 

Of Thy compassions, hear. 

Grant those, who love the world, to learn 
Upon that world their backs to turn, 
And with the love of Thee to bum ; 

O hearken when we cry ; 

Chastise us in Thy fear ; 
Yet, Father, in the multitude 

Of Thy compassions, hear. 

Full long in sin's dark ways we went. 
Yet now our steps are heav'nward bent, 
Let grace abound this time of Lent : 

O hearken when we cry; 

Chastise us in Thy fear ; 
Yet, Father, in the multitude 

Of Thy compassions, hear. 

All glory to redeeming Grace, 

Disdaining not our evil case, 

But showing us our Saviour's face : 

O hearken when we cry ! 

Chastise us in Thy fear ; 
• Yet, Father, in the multitude 

Of Thy compassions, hear ! 



Ash Wednesday. 99 

00 asft JHBrtnwlras.— EVENING. 

MY sins, my sins, my Saviour, 
They take such hold on me, 
Mine eyes I dare not lift up. 

Save only, Christ, to Thee ; 
In Thee is all forgiveness, 

In Thee abundant grace j 
My shadow and my sunshine, 
The brightness of Thy face. 

My sins, my sins, my Saviour, 

How sad on Thee they fall ; 
Seen through Thy gentle patience, 

I tenfold feel them all : 
I know they are forgiven, 

But still their pain to me 
Is, all the grief and anguish 

They laid, my Lord, on Thee. 

My sins, my sins, my Saviour, 

Their guilt I never knew, 
Till with Thee in the desert, 

I near Thy Passion drew : 
Till with Thee in the garden, 

I heard Thy pleading prayer, 
And saw the bloody sweat-drops 

That told Thy sorrow there. 

Therefore my songs, my Saviour, 

Through this long time of woe, 
Shall tell of all Thy goodness, 

To suff ring man below : 
Thy goodness and Thy favour. 

Whose presence from above, 
Delights those hearts, to^ ^^NYavax.^ 

That live in Thee axi^\oN^. 



The Parish Hymnal. 



I jFirjJt SuntiaB in Emt— morning. 

FORTY days and forty nights, 
Thou wast fasting in the wild ; 
Forty day& and forty nights 
Tempted, and yet undefiled. 

Sunbeams scorching all the day, 
Chilly dewdrops nightly shed, 

Prowling beasts about Thy way, 
Stones Thy pillow, earth Thy bed. 

Shall not we Thy sorrow share, 
And from earthly joys abstain ; 

With Thee watching unto prayer, 
With Thee strong to suffer pain ? 

Then if Satan shall assail, 

Flesh or spirit vexing sore. 
May we in that Strength prevail. 

Which did vanquish him before. 

So shall we have peace divine, 
Chastened gladness ours shall be ; 

Round us, too, shall angels shine. 
Such as minister'd to Thee. 

Keep, O keep us, Saviour dear. 

Ever constant by Thy side ; 
That with Thee we may appear 

At th' eternal Easter-tide. 

Amen. 



First Sunday in Lent. loi 

oa ^\vA Sunlraa m lent —evening. 

LORD, in this Thy mercy's day, 
Ere from us it pass away, 
On our knees we fall and pray. 

Holy Jesu ! grant us tears, 

Fill us with heart-searching fears. 

Ere that day of doom appears. 

Lord, on us Thy Spirit pour. 
Kneeling lowly at the door, 
Ere it close for evermore. 

By Thy night of agony. 
By Thy supplicating cry, 
By Thy willingness to die. 

By Thy tears of bitter woe 

For Jerusalem below. 

Let us not Thy love forego. 

Judge and Saviour of our race. 
Grant us, when we see Thy Face, 
With Thy ransom'd ones a place. 

Evermore be homage done 
To the Father, and the Son, 
And the Spirit, Three in One ! 

Amen. 

33 Swonlr Sunlrag m ILmt— morning. 

Also 14/^ Sunday after Trinity, 

LOW at Thy feet I lie, 
O blessed Saviour mine ; 
Comfort me, or I die, 
O save me, I am Tlime. 



The Parish Hymnal. 

Thine by the gift of life, 
Thine by the grace of love, 

O, save me through this strife. 
Till I am Thine above. 

My soiil is sick from sin ; 

Fears compass it about ; 
O cleanse me from within, 

O guard me from without. 
To me Thy truth impart. 

To me Thine ear incline ; 

take me to Thy heart. 
My Saviour, I am Thine. 

In fast, and watch, and prayer. 

My days and nights Pll spend, 
If ordy I may share 

Thy sorrows, dearest Friend 
For oh ! the bitter pain. 

When any sin of mine, 
That blood-wash'd heart doth stain, 

Which should be purely Thine. 

1 shall not die but live. 
And all Thy love declare. 

So bountiful to give ; 

So merciful to spare. 
My broken heart, I rest. 

My weary head recline. 
My Saviour, on Thy breast. 

And whisper, I am Thine. 



Second Sujiday in Lent. 103 

\ Second Suntag m itent*— evening. 

Also 14/^ Sunday after Trinity, 

CHRISTIAN, dost thou see them, 
On the holy ground, 
How the pow'rs of darkness 

Compass thee around ? 
Christian, up and smite them. 

Counting gain but loss ; 
Smite them by the merit 
Of the Holy Cross. 

Christian, dost thouy^^/ them, 

How they work within ; 
Striving, tempting, luring. 

Goading unto sin ? 
Christian, never tremble. 

Never be downcast ; 
Smite them by the virtue 

Of the Lenten Fast. 

Christian, dost thou hear them, 

How they speak thee fair ? 
" Always fast and vigil !" 

" Always watch and prayer?" 
Christian, answer boldly, 

" While I breathe I pray,*' 
Peace shall follow battle ; 

Night shall end in day. 

"Well I know thy trouble, 

My servant true ; 
Thou art very weary, 

1 was weary too. 

But that toil shall make thee 

One day all Mine own ; 
And the end of sotto>n 

Shall be— near M^ TVxoxv&V^ 



104 '^f^ Parish Hymnal, 

Alleluia ! Father, 

For Thy rest above ; 
Alleluia ! Saviour, 

For Thy words of love. 
Alleluia ! ever 

Holy Spirit be 
Comforter and Leader, 

Blessed Trinity ! 

Amen. 



105 W^xiA Sunliafi xxi, lent— mornin 

AND didst Thou fast, and may we feast 
O Bread of Heaven, on Thee ? 
And wast Thou bound, and we releas'd, 
Set by Thy mercy free ? 

And wast Thou day by day distrest, 
While cares did round Thee close ? 

That we might, in Thy blessed rest, 
Both day and night repose. 

Heavy Thy self-imposM load, 

Thy burden on us light ; 
The lonely desert Thine abode, 

Our joy Thy banquet bright 

Thy forty days in fast were spent. 
Ere Thou, O Lord, didst prove 

Thy Father's tender mercies, sent 
By angel-hands of love. 

But day by day in time of need, 
"^ Our Angel Thou dost be. 
And through our fast dost let us feed, 
O Bread of Heav'n, on Tliee, 



iMSMiMkrita* 



Third Sunday in Lent. 105 

Lord, in these days of holy calm, 
While gathering strength in prayer, 

With thoughts of Easter song and palm 
Well lighten Lenten care : 

In pastures green our portion cast 

Beside the waters still, 
Our meat and drink, through every fast, 

To do our Father's will. 



06 W^x(A Sunlfaa in Eetit*— evening. 



ART thou weary, art thou languid ? 
Art thou sore distrest ? 
" Come to Me," saith One, "and coming 
Be at rest." 

Hath He marks to lead me to Him, 

If He be my Guide ? 
"In His feet and hands are wound-prints. 

And His side.* 

Is there diadem, as monarch. 

That His brow adorns ? 
" Yes, a crown in very surety, 

But of thorns." 

If I find Him, if I follow, 

What reward is here ? 
" Many a sorrow, itvaivY ^^2l^^>ax^ . 

Many a tear " 



The Parish HymnaL 

If I still hold closely to Him, 

What hath He at last? 
" Sin out-cleansed, sorrow ended, 

Labour past." 

If I ask Him to receive me, 

Will he say me nay ? 
" Not till earth, and not till heaven 

Pass away." 

Finding, following, striving, keeping, 

Is He sure to bless? 
" Saints, apostles, prophets, martyrs, 

Answer yes." 



)7 dFouttj^ SunliaB vx Eent»— morning. 

Also i^th Sunday after Trinity, 

OWHO like Thee, so calm so bright. 
Lord Jesus Christ, Thou Light of light ! 
O, who like Thee did ever go 
So patient through a world of woe I 
O, who like Thee so humbly bore 
The scorn, the scoffs of men, before ! 
So meek, so lowly, yet so high. 
So glorious in humility. 

Through all Thy life-long weary years 
A Man of sorrows and of tears, 
The cross, whereon our sins were laid. 
Upon Thy bending shoulders weighed ; 
And death, that sets the prisoner free. 
Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to Thee ; 
Yet love through all Thy torture glow*d, 
And mercy yfith Thy life-blood ^oWd. 



mti^B^t^Ks-i^^^^immm^mm^m^m^^^^ 



Fourth Sunday in Lmt 107 

Be with us as we onward go, 
Smoothing the rugged ways of woe : 
Thy footsteps making plain the road 
That upward leads to God's abode : 
That when the great white throne is spread 
And Thou to judge both quick and dead 
Shalt come ; we may with joy adore, 
And live with Thee for evermore. 

Amen. 

08 dFourtJ Sunlfafi xxi, Emt»— evening. 

Also i^th Sunday after Trinity, 

THOUGH Thou slay me, I can trust, 
Thou art God, but I am dust ; 
Though Thou grieve, Thy grace I prove, 
I am loveless, Thou art love. 

Though Thou seem to turn away, 
I will nearer to Thee stay ; 
. Though Thy silence wound me sore, 
I will weary Thee the more. 

Though Thy face I cannot see, 
Well I know 'tis turned to me ; 
Though the cloud exclude its light. 
Well I know its beams are bright. 

Though the children's bread denied. 
Still I linger by Thy side ; 
Though Thy fulness Thou refuse. 
Still the crumbs I may not lose. 

Any sorrow I can bear. 
Save the sorrow of despair ; 
Anything Thou ask's\.,x^^vgcv. 
Save the bliss of \)em^1\ivcvfc» 



8 The Parish Hymnal. 

Nothing that mine eyes can see 
Shall disturb my faith in Thee ; 
Love to wait can well afford 
For the leisure of the Lord. 



>9 dFiftJ SunliaB xx^, lent— morning. 



Also i6th Sunday after Trinity, 

JESU, my Saviour, look on me. 
For I am weary and opprest ; 
I come to cast myself on Thee, 
Thou art my Rest. 

Look down on me, for I am weak, 
I feel the toilsome journey's length ; 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek, 
Thou art my Strength. 

I am bewildered on my way, 

Dark and tempestuous is the night ; 

send Thou forth some cheering ray, 

Thou art my Light. 

Assail'd by Satan's fiery darts, 

1 look to Thee, my ten'ors cease ; 
Thy Cross a hiding-place imparts, 

Thou art my Peace. 

Standing alone on Jordan's brink 
In that tremendous latest strife. 
Thou wilt not let Thy servant sink, 
Thou art my Life. 

My every want Thou wilt supply 
E'en to the end, whate'er befall, 
Through, life, in death, eternally, 
Thou art mine AH. 



Fifth Sunday in Lent. 109 

I lb dTiftJ Sun^aj? in Eent—EVENiNG. 

Also 16th Sunday after Trinity, 

FALLEN, yet not cast away, 
Lord, Thy hand upholding ; 
Grace my help, and Truth my stay, 

Love my life enfolding ; 
StiU I dare to lift mine eyes 

Dinmi*d with tearful blindness ; 
Still my only comfort lies 
In Thy loving-kindness. 

Though no more I feel the smile 

Of Thy sweet approval, 
'Tis my fault, ah woe the while ! 

Not Thy Love's removal : 
Near as ever still Thou art, 

Still, as ever, tender ; 
Still, as ever, would' st my heart 

Make its love surrender. 

Care for me, in mercy care. 

Yet a little longer ; 
Bear with me, in love forbear. 

Till my faith grow stronger : 
Ah, how weak that faith must be 

That could ever doubt Thee, 
When no life is, but in Thee, 

And no love without Thee. 

O, Almighty in Thy love. 

When my heart is atrangest, 
Melt and move it from above 

Thou Who never changest : 
Powerless in this alone. 

Ever to forget me •, 
Doubt that I am sti\\T\{\x^^ o^ntv 

Never, never let itve. 



The Parish Hymnal. 

Wilder'd wanderers we are, 

That, but for the yearning 
Of Thy love o'er us from far, 

Would know no returning : 
Shine on us, and we shall be 

Ever toward Thee bending ; 
Draw us, well run after Thee, 

Through Life never-ending. 

Amen. 



Sunlfafi next iefote IBajJter*— mori 

> IDE on, ride on in majesty ; 

^ Hark ! all the tribes Hosanna cry ; 

line humble beast pursues his road 

ith palms and scattered branches stroVd. 

de on, ride on in majesty ; 
lowly pomp ride on to die : 
Christ, Thy triumphs now begin 
er captive death, and conquered sin, 

de on, ride on in majesty ; 

le angel armies of the sky 

ok down, with sad and wondering eyes, 

» see the approaching sacrifice. 

de on, ride on in majesty ; 
le last and fiercest strife is nigh ; 
le Father waiteth for the Son 
hen His redeeming work is done. 

de on, ride on in majesty ; 
lowly pomp ride on to die : 
>w Thy meek head to mortal pain, 
?/7 take, O God, Thy power and Te\^;tu 



Sunday next before Easter, 



12 Sunlraa next iefore iBajjfer*— ev. 

COME, ye children of the Lord, 
Let us all with one accord. 
Round our lowly Master bend. 
Tenderly His steps attend, 
Lay our hearts beneath His feet, 
And His praise sing loud and sweet ; 
For, though wearing little state, 
He's our God, the good and great : 
Darkest night, when day is nighest. 
Sing " Hosanna in the highest," 
Freedom for the long enslaved, 
" Hosanna to the Son of David !*' 

Long in darkness did He wait. 

Sorrowful and desolate : 

Now the deepest -shades of grief 

Come before the last relief : 

Soon the night shall pass away, 

Soon shall it be perfect day, 
• Soon the world, O Lord, shall be 

Fill'd with light, and life, and Thee : 
Darkest night, when day is nighest. 
Sing, ** Hosanna in the highest,'^ 
Freedom for the long enslaved, 
" Hosanna to the Son of David !" 

Laud, eternal praise and laud 
Be to Thee, the Saviour God ! 
Low though now Thou dost appear. 
Yet Thy kingly state is near : 
Meek, and in no pomp of pride^ 
Though Thou now do^X VuxcCc^^ tv^^^ 




The Parish Hymnal, 



1 shalt Thou ascend Thy throne, 
vns, not palms, before Thee strown : 
Darkest night, when day is nighest, 
Sing " Hosanna in the highest V* 
Freedom for the long enslaved, 
" Hosanna to the Son of David !" 



Wonkas iefote (J^ajjfer.— morning, 

A.BE of Bethlehem, Thy manger 
Is above all thrones on earth ; 

of gods, Thy greatest glory 

Thy lowly human birth : 
f in Thy deep abasement 
through grace forget not Thee ; 
in Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 
''ilt Thou not remember me ? 

er than of beasts that perish, 
hough Thine earthly shelter prove ; 
tier than of bright archangels 
the Godhead of Thy love : 
f on that brow unshelter'd, 
Thy kingly crown can see, 
2n Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 
^ilt Thou not remember me ? 

I of life, that, in the desert 

[anted, bears immortal food 

those souls, which from the Garden 

isobedience did exclude : 

f in Thifie hour of weakness 

my hidden strength can see, 

2n Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 

lit Thou not remember me? 



Monday before Easter, n j 



^onlfas ftefoti iSajJter^— evening. 

GLORY he to Jesus, 
Who in hitter pains 
Pour'd for me the life-hlood 
From His sacred veins. 

Grace and Life Eternal 

In that Blood I find ; 
Blest be His compassion, 

Infinitely kind. 

Blest through endless ages 

Be the precious stream, 
Which from endless anguish 

Doth the world redeem. 

There the fainting spirit 

Drinks of life her fill ; 
There, as in a fountain. 

Laves herself at will. 

Abel's blood for vengeance 

Pleaded to the skies ; 
But the Blood of Jesus 

For our pardon cries. 

Oft as it is sprinkled 

On pur guilty hearts, 
Satan in confusion 

Terror-struck departs ; 

Oft as earth exulting 

Wafts its praise on high. 
Angel hosts rejoicing 

Make their g\ad te^Vj . 
1 



The Parish Hymnal, 

Lift up, then, your voices, • 
Swell the mighty flood ; 

Louder still, and louder, 
Praise the precious Blood. 



5 CuejJlfaa iefow IBajJter^— morning 

SAVIOUR, for Thy people homeless, 
That their homes might feel the light, 
And the wannth of Thy forgiveness 
Resting on them day and night : 
O if, in the lonely mountain, 

I, through grace, can watch with Thee, 
When Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 
Wilt Thou not remember me ? 

Gentle Jesus ! as a stranger 

Yielding where the child was free. 
Rich Thy tribute from Thy people. 

Richer than from mine or sea : 
O if, in Thy meek forbearance, 

I Thy truest glory see, 
WHien Thou comest in Thy kingdom. 

Wilt Thou not remember me? 

Wearied with life's toil and travail. 

Saviour, take me to Thy breast ; 
By that fount of living waters, 

Let my soul lie down and rest : 
O if thro' Thy human weakness 

I the well of Life can see. 
When Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 

WjJt Thou not remember me ? 



MrtttiiiiMiM 



Tuesday before Easter, 1 1 5 

:i6 Cue»l(aa iefore IBajJter.— evening. 

Now, my soul, thy voice upraising, 
Tell in sweet and mournful strain 
How the Crucified, enduring 

Grief, and wounds, and dying pain, 
Freely of His love was offered. 
Sinless, was for sinners slain. 

Scourged with unrelenting fury 

For the sins that we deplore, 
By His livid stripes He heals us, 

Raising us to fall no more ; 
All our bruises gently soothing, 

Binding up the bleeding sore. 

See ! His hands and feet are fastened. 

So He makes His people free ; 
Not a wound whence blood is flowing, 

But a fount of grace shall be : 
Yea, the very nails which hold Him, 

Nail us also to the Tree. 

Through His heart the spear is piercing. 
Though His foes have seen Him die ; 

Blood and water thence are streaming. 
In a tide of mystery ; 

Water, from our guilt to cleanse us ; 
Blood, to win us crowns on high. 

Jesu ! may those precious fountains 

Drink to thirsting souls afford ; 
Let them be our cup and healing, 

And at length our full reward ; 
So a ransom'd world shall ever 

Praise Thee, its xedeem\T\%\/si^* 



1 1 6 The Parish Hymnal, 

117 ?12ftrtnefi;liaB irfore iSafiitet.— MORN. 

CROWN'D with thorns, array'd in purple, 
O, my Saviour, how divine 
Art Thou in Thy robe of meekness, 

With that bleeding brow of Thine \ 
O, if through the scorn of others 

My poor heart can loyal be, 
When Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 
Wilt Thou not remember me ? 

Saviour ! when the world insults tncy^ 

I to Thee will turn instead ; 
See the mockers spit upon Thee^ 

Take the reed and smite Thy head : 
O, if then my soul, ashamed 

For Thy sake, can gentle be, 
When Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 

Wilt Thou not remember me? 

Christ ! the Rock from whence for thousands 

Once the healing waters burst. 
Now my wounded, dying Saviour ! 

Crying from parch*d lips, " I thirst :*' 
O, if I through faith can only 

Find my Seshest springs in Thee, 
When Thou comest in Thy kingdom, 

Wilt Thou not remember me ? 

118 fflJttrtnwlfaa ftefow IBaster — even. 

LIFE through Thy death; and pleasure through 
Thy pain ; 
Joy through Thy sorrow ; through Thy Passion peace ; 
Through Thy wounds healing ; through Thy losses 
gain ; 
Rest through Thy travail; ihroug)a.TVi^^ioii.dst^kase! 



Wednesday before Easter, i\f 

O how Thy Nature, stooping low to mine, 
Cleanses ff om sin, and sets from bondage free ; 
Thou for me human, — I through Thee divine L 
For me a Servant, — I a Son through Thee ! 

How can my soul, bow'd by Thy mercies down, 
Own the deep debt, which it can never pay 
To Him, Who takes the Cross and gives the Crown, 
Leaves me His Grace, and bears my sins away? 

A broken heart is all that I can give. 
Who will accept it in the courts above? 
O hide it in Thine Own, and it shall live 
An ever-during Sacrifice of Love. 



119 CJuw^as ftefot^ iBajster*— MORNING. 

THEE we adore, O hidden Saviour; Thee, 
Who in Thy Sacrament art pleased to be ; 
Spirit and flesh before Thy glory fail, 
But here Thy Presence we devoutly hail. 

O, blest memorial of our dying Lord, 
Who living bread to men doth here afford ; 
O may our souls for ever feed on Thee, 
And Thou, O Christ, for ever precious be. 

Fountain of goodness, cleanse us in the flood, 
Fresh from Thy heart, of Thine all-cleansing Blood, 
Increase our faith and love, that we may know 
The hope and peace which from Thy Presence flow. 

O Christ, Whom now beneath a veil we see. 
May what we long for soon our portion be ; 
To gaze on Thee unveiPd and see Thy €a.c^^ 
The vision of Thy glory andTYv^j ^^.c^. 
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120 CSuwtrag ftefote iHajster*— even] 

LORD, exceeding sorrowful 
Unto death, for sin and Thee ; 
O, if it be possible, 

Take this bitter cup from me : 
Yet, since other consolation. 

Than Thy favour I have none. 
If Thy will be that I drink it. 
Then, O Lord, " Thy will be done." 

Weary, Lord, and heavy laden, 

Sin its sorrow on me lays, 
O, if it be possible. 

From my soul the burden raise : 
Or, if Thou wilt stoop to share it. 

Then, though helpless if alone. 
If Thy will be that I bear it. 

Then, O Lord, " Thy will be done." 

In Thine hour of sore dejection, 

None their watches faithful kept ; 
Even friends of Thine election 

Through Thy deepest sorrows slept : 
Yet the Eye that never slumbers 

Lights my darkness, cheers me on. 
And the Voice that never wearies 

Pleads in me, " Thy will be done." 

Watching with Thee in the garden, 

O my Saviour, let me feel 
Sweet persuasion of Thy pardon 
Into all my spirit steal : 
I And the blessed work completing 

Which Thy mercy hath begun. 
Ever keep my heart repeatm^, 
^' '' Not my will, but Tlain^ b^ ^oii^r 



I —111 u'^^Sniit^tm 



Good Friday, 

121 ®00tr dFtftaU^— MORNING. 

O SACRED Head, sore wounded, 
With grief and shame bow'd down, 
And mockingly surrounded 

With thorns, Thine only crown ; 
O Sacred Head ! what glory 

Doth through Thy sufferings shine, 
And, though despised and gory, 
What joy to call Thee mine. 

' That joy cannot be spoken, 

Above all joys beside, 
When in Thy Body bioken 

I may securely hide ; 
Lord of my life, desiring 

Thy glorious face to see, 
Beside Thy cross expiring 

rd breathe my soul to Thee. 

What language shall I borrow 

To thank Thee, dearest friend. 
For this Thy dying sorrow. 

Thy pity without end ? 
O make me Thine for ever. 

And, feeble though I be. 
Lord, let me never, never, 

Outlive my love for Thee. 

Be near me when I'm dying, 

O show Thy Cross to me. 
And to my succour flying, 

Come, Lord, and set me free : 
These eyes, new strength receiving, 

From Jesus shall not move. 
For he, who dies believing, 

DIqs safely through TIk^ \av^» 



119 



1 20 The Parish Hymnal, 

122 ®ootr dFrftaB.— EVENING. 

JESU, gentle sufferer, say 
How shall we, this dreadful day, 
Near Thee draw, or to Thee pray ? 

We, whose proneness to forget 

Thy dear love, — on Olivet 

Bathed Thy brow with bloody sweat 

We, whose sins with awful power. 
Like a cloud, did o'er Thee lour. 
In that God-forsaken hour : 

We, who still, in thought and deed. 
Often hold the bitter reed 
To Thee, in Thy time of need : 

Canst Thou pardon us, and pray 
As for those, who, on this day. 
Took Thy precious life away ? 

Yes ! Thy Blood is all my plea. 
It was shed, and shed for me, 
Therefore to Thy cross I flee ; 

At Thy feet, in dust and shame, 
I may breathe the Sacred Name, 
And a great salvation claim. 

Save me. Saviour ! stoop and take 
Pity on my soul, and make 
Light my darkness, for Thy sake. 

To the Father, and to Thee, 
And the Holy Spirit, be 
Praise through, all eternity I 

Arcveiv. 



Easter Evefi. 121 

123 iBaister iBben.— morning. 

COME and deck the grave with flowers, 
That is now a blessed bed, 
Where the truest Friend of ours 
Stoop'd to rest His holy head ; 
For the Saviour, in it lying, 

Did its grief and gloom destroy, 
Took from death the dread of dying, 
Gave to life its crown and joy. 

Weeping once, and hopeless sadness 

Round about its entrance lay, 
Now it is the gate of gladness. 

Opening to eternal day : 

For the Saviour, &c. 

Still, though weeping, yet with praises. 

Sing we of the spirits blest. 
He, Who rose Himself, will raise us 

From the bed of mortal rest : 

For the Saviour, &c. 

Sure and certain expectation 
Waits around the Christian's grave, 

Glorious and complete salvation 
All through Him Who died to save : 

All through Him Who, in it lying, 

Did its grief, &c. 

To the leather praise most lowly. 

Praise most high to God the Son, 
Praise to God the Spirit Holy, 

Praises to the Three in One ; 
Triune God, Thy Life, supplying 

Endless life, doth death destroy *, 
Takes away the dread oi Av*\iv^ 

Gives to Mq its crowtv axid\crj . 



1 22 Tlie Parish Hymnal, 

124 iHajstet 3Hben.— evening. 

SACRED heart of Jesus, 
Heart of God in man, 
Heart of hearts ! that loved me 

Before Time began ; 
After Thy sweet fashion 

My dull being move. 
Wake in me the passion 
Of Eternal Love. 

Broken Heart ! Whose anguish 

Burst Its walls for me, 
When my sin's reproaches 

Fell from heaven on Thee ; 
In the cleft provide me, 

(Riven for my sake) 
Shelter, where to hide me. 

Or my heart will break. 

Bleeding Heart ! Whose torrent 

Of out-poured love. 
Penitence and pardon, 

Pleadsyz?r me above ; 
Make Its mighty moving 

Turn, and with me plead, 
Till my heart, in loving. 

For the Loved One bleed. 

Heart of Love Incarnate, 

Human yet divine ; 
Stir the languid pulses 

Of this heart of mine ; 
Touch it with the tender 
Love Thou bearest me, 
Until I surrender 
All myself to Thee \ 

Amen. 



Easter Day, 123 



125 IBiWAn HBag.— MORNING. 

JESUS Christ is risen to-day ; Alleluia ! 
Let us our devotions pay ; Alleluia ! 
Unto Him Who on the cross, Alleluia ! 
Suffered to redeem our loss. Alleluia ! 

Hymns of gladness let us sing, Alleluia ! 
Unto Christ, our heavenly king ; Alleluia ! 
Who endured the cross and grave, Alleluia ! 
Sinners to redeem and save. Alleluia ! 

But the pains which He endured. Alleluia I 
Our salvation have procured ; Alleluia I 
And above the sky He's King, Alleluia ! 
Where the angels ever sing, Alleluia I 

For His Life and Death of Love, Alleluia ! 
Help below, and Rest above, Alleluia 1 
We, to whom He is so true. Alleluia ! 
We will sing His praises too. Alleluia I 



126 IS^mXZt HBag.— EVENING. 

CHRIST is risen. Alleluia! 
Risen, our victorious Head ! 
Sing His praises. Alleluia ! 

Christ is risen from the dead. 
Gratefully our hearts adore Him, 

As His light once more appears ; 
Bowing down in joy b^iot^^vssv^ 
Rising up froin ^ei ^xA\ft»x^ \ 
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Christ is risen. Alleluia ! 

Risen, our victorious Head ! 
Sing His praises. Alleluia ! 

Christ is risen from the dead. 

Christ is risen. All the sadness 

Of our Lenten fast is o'er, 
Through the open gates of gladness 

He returns to life once more : 
Death and hell before Him bending. 

He doth rise, the victor now, 
Angels on His steps attending, 

Glory round His wounded brow. 
Christ is risen, &c. 

Christ is risen. All the sorrow 

That last even round Him lay, 
Now hath found a glorious morrow, 

In the rising of to-day : 
And the grave its first-fruits giveth. 

Springing up from holy ground : 
He was dead, but now He liveth, 

He was lost, but He is found. 
Christ is risen, &c. 

Christ is risen. Henceforth never 

Death or hell shall us enthral ; 
Be we Christ's, in Him for ever. 
We have triumphed over all ; 
All the doubting and dejection 

Of our trembling hearts have ceased, 
Tis His Day of Resurrection, 
Let us rise and keep the feast. 
Christ is risen. Alleluia ! 

Risen, our victorious Head \ 
Sing His praises. M\e\u\3L I 
Christ is risen frora \h^ ^eaA. 



M* 



Monday in Easter Week, 125 

127 ^onlras m 3Sa0tei; SSSerit;*— morn. 

ALLELUIA I Alleluia! 
Hearts to heaven and voices raise, 
Sing to God a hymn of gladness : 
Sing to God a hymn of praise. 
He, Who on the Cross, a victim. 
For the world's salvation bled, 
Jesus Christ, the King of Glory, 
Now is risen from the dead. 

Christ is risen I Christ the first-fruits 

Of the holy harvest-field, 
Which will all its full abundance 

At His second coming yield : 
Then the golden ears of harvest 

Shall their heads before Him wave, 
Ripen'd by His glorious sunshine. 

From the furrows of the grave. 

Christ is risen, we are risen : 

Shed upon us heav'nly grace. 
Rain, ana dew, and gleams of glory. 

From the brightness of Thy face ; 
That we, with our hearts in heaven. 

We on earth may fruitful be ; 
And by angel-hands be gather'd 

And be ever. Lord, with Thee. 

Alleluia ! Alleluia ! 

Glory be to God on high ; 
Alleluia to the Saviour, 

Who has won the victory : 
Alleluia to the Spirit ; 

Fount of love and sanctity. 
Alleluia ! Alleluia ! 

To the Triune Ma^eslY- 



1 26 The Parish Hymnal, 

128 ^onlras xn IBattter 82fterit;*— eve 

HE is risen ! He is risen ! 
Tell it out with joyful voice, 
He hath burst His three days' prison, 
Let the whole wide world rejoice : 
Death is conquered, man is free, 
Christ hath won the victory. 

Tell it to the sinners weeping 
Over deeds of darkness done, 

Weary fast, and vigil keeping, — 
Brightly breaks their Easter sun ; 

The glad tidings to them tell 

Christ hath conquered death and hell. 

Come, ye sad and fearful-hearted, 
With glad smile and radiant brow ; 

Lent's long shadows have departed. 
All His woes are over now : 

Jesus all our sorrows bore. 

Sin and pain can vex no more. 

Three in One ! let all adore Thee, 
Saints below, and saints above ; 

Every creature bow before Thee, 
Living the glad life of love : 

Death's dominion now is o'er. 

Praise to Thee for evermore. 

129 Cuejstiag m iBaisitet ffljfteeft*— mor 

Also ijtk Sunday after Trinity, 

JESUS lives ! no longer now 
Need the ghastly grave appal us. 
Though beneath its shade we bow. 
It can jiever more enthral us. 



Ttiesday in Edster Week, 127 

Jesus lives ! henceforth is death 

But the gate of life immortal, 
This may calm our trembling breath 

As we pass the gloomy portal. 

Alleluia ! 

Jesus lives ! for us He died, 

Then, to Jesus ever living, 
Pure in heart, may we abide, 

Glory unto Jesus giving. 

Alleluia ! 

Jesus lives ! we know full well 

Nought from us His love can sever ; 

Life, nor death, nor powVs of hell. 
Part us from His keeping ever. 

Alleluia ! 

Jesus lives ! to Him the throne 

Of the Conqueror is given ; 
May we go where He is gone. 

Rest and reign with Him in heaven. 

Alleluia I 



130 CueistiaB m IBaister ffljaeeit.— even. 

Also ijth Sunday after Trinity, 

THE journey done. 
The rest begun, 
The day of death now ended ; 
To life above. 
On wings of love, 
The freed-one hath ascended : 
What we do weep 
The Christ doth keei^, 
He died that He m\^\. ^^.n^ \\. n 
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The body trust > 

We to the dust, 
The soul to God Who gave it. 

Our tears must fall 

At loss of all 
That Time cannot restore us ; I 

But to the skies 

We lift our eyes, 
And think of what's before us : 

There safe above, 

With Him, Whose love 
For all its want provideth ; 

The spirit blest. 

In changeless rest 
Of Paradise abideth. 

Your muffled chime. 

Ye bells of Time, 
Ring out with chasten'd gladness ; 

The happy soul 

Needs not your toll, 
As if it dwelt in sadness : 

Toll for the dead 

Who, living, tread 
Earth's sinful ways, hard-hearted ; 

But a bright chime 

Ye bells of Time, 
Ring out for Christ's departed. 

Their warfare o'er. 
Now never more 
Shall sin or sorrow grieve them 
Against that day, 
Not far away, 
In holy earth we leave \3cvem '. 



Tuesday in Easter Week. 12<) 

What we do weep 

The Christ doth keep, 
He died that He might save it ; 

The body trust 

We to the dust, 
The soul to God Who gave it. 



jFirjst Suntrag after iSajster*— morn. 

A /so iZth Sunday after Trinity^ 

OJESU ! ever present, 
O Shepherd ! ever land, 
Thy very Name is music, 

To ear, and heart, and mind ; 
It waketh wondVing childhood. 

To muse on things above ; 
It draweth harder manhood 
With cords of mighty love. 

How often to destruction 

Our feet had gone astray, 
Wert Thou not, patient Shepherd, 

The Guardian of our way ! 
How oft in darkness fallen, 

And wounded sore by sin, 
Thy hand hath lifted gently. 

And healing balm pour'd in. 

O Shepherd good ! we follow 

Wherever Thou wilt lead. 
No matter where the pasture. 

With Thee at hand to feed : 
Thy Voice, in life so cheering. 

In death shall make us bold ; 
Through the dark NaWe.^ c^vw^ 

To Thine eterivaX ^o\A» 



[ 30 The Parish Hymnal, 
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C32 jFirist Suntrag after IBajster*— eve 

Also iZih Sunday after Trinity, 

HADOW of a mighty Rock, 
Stretching o'er a weary land ! 
Hidden from the tempest's shock, 
May we in Thy shelter stand. 

When the light of God's abode 
Brighter is than eye can see ; 

Shadow on the homeward road, 
May we find our shade in Thee. 

When life's passions o'er us break . 

Like a storm against the wall. 
May we find, for mercy's sake. 

Shelter where Thy shadows fall. 

Out of Thee are shades of death. 
Weary ways and paths unblest ; 

Shadow of the Rock ! beneath 
Thee alone are joy and rest. 

Till the race of life be run. 
Till the soul in rest be laid ; 

Son of God ! Thou art our sun. 
Son of Man ! be Thou our shade. 

133 Seconal SunliaB aftn iSajster.— mo 

Also i()ih Sunday after Trinity. 

GOD is Love ! that anthem olden 
Sing the glorious orbs of light ; 
In their language, glad and golden. 
Telling to us, day and night, 

Their great story — 
God is Love ! and God \s Mv^v. 



Second Sunday after Easier, 131 

And the teeming earth rejoices 

In that message from above, 
With ten thousand, thousand voices, 

Telling back, from hill and grove, 
Her glad story, 

God is Might, and God is Love. 

Through these anthems of creation, 
Struggling up with gentle strife, 

Christian songs of Christ's salvation. 
To the world with blessing rife. 

Tell their story- 
God is Love ! and God is Life. 

Through that precious Love He sought us, 
Wandering from His holy ways ; 

With that precious Life He bought us ; 
Then let all our future days 

Tell this story- 
Love is life, our lives be Praise. 

Gladsome is the theme and glorious, 
Praise to Christ our gi*acious Head ; 

Christ, the risen Christ, victorious, 
Death and hell hath captive led. 

Glory, glory ! 
Love is life, and Death is dea4. 

Up to Him let each affection 

Daily rise, and round Him move ; 
Our whole lives, one Resurrection 

To the life of life above : 
Their glad story, 

God is Life, and God is Love I 
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134 S^conli Sunlrag after iSa^ter.— even. 

Also i()th Sunday after Trinity, 

SAVIOUR, blessed Saviour, 
Listen while we sing, 
Hearts and voices praising 

Thee their God and King ; 
All we have to offer, 
All we hope to be, 
Body, soul, and spirit, 
All we give to Thee. 

Nearer, ever nearer, 

Christ, we draw to thee ; 
Deep in adoration, 

Bowing heart and knee : 
Thou for our redemption 

Cam'st on earth to die, 
Thou, that we might follow. 

Hast gone up on high. 

Onward, ever onward. 

Be the pathway trod, 
W^orn by saints before us, 

Leading up to God : 
Leaving all behind us. 

May we hurry on. 
Backward never looking 

Till the prize be won. 

Higher then, and higher 

Bear the ransom' d soul, 
Earthly toils forgotten, 

Saviour ! to the goal : 
W^here, in joys unthought of, 

Saints with angels sing. 
Never weary praising 
Thee, their God and Km^\ 



Third Sunday after Easter, 133 

:35 W^itts SunliaB aftn iBajsJtn*— morn. 

Also 20th Sunday after Trinity, 

LORD ! to whom except to Thee 
Shall our wandering spirits go ? 
Thee Whom it is Light to see, 
And Eternal Life to know. 

Though Thy dread mysterious Word 
Hard to human sense may prove, 

Where can deeper truth be heard 
Dropt from purer lips of love ? 

Awful is that Life of Thine 
Which the Spirits breath inspires, 

And the food must be divine 
Which each new-bom soul desires. 

Israel on the heavenly seed 

Fed, and died in days of yore, 
But the souls that on Thee feed 

Never thirst nor hunger more. 

Lord ! to whom except to Thee 

Shall we go when ills betide ? 
Who, except Thyself, can be 

Hope, and help, and strength, and guide? 

Who can prove what Thou hast proved ? 

Who can win what Thou hast won ? 
Who can love as Thou hast loved ? 

Who can do as Thou hast done ? 

Who can cleanse the soul from sin. 
Hear the prayer, and seal the vovit 

Who can fill the void m>i>Kviv, 
-BlessM Saviour \ vAio\i\iX.'Vtia\A 
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Therefore evermore I give 

Laud and praise, my God ! to Thee, 
Evermore in Thee I live, 

Evermore live Thou in me. 



136 W^xCts SunliaB aftn IBajsJter*— even. 

Also 20th Sunday after Trinity, 

FOR the Love of Him, Who died 
That He might in us abide, 
Saviour, Sanctifier, Guide, 

Sing we Alleluia. 

For the Life in which rejoice 

All who make His love their choice, 

With uplifted heart and voice, 

Sing we Alleluia. 

For the Grace, that maketh one 
With the Father, through the Son, 
Souls that had been else undone, 

Sing we Alleluia. 

For the Faith, that, high and pure. 
Resting on the promise sure. 
Doth unto the end endure. 

Sing we Alleluia. 

For the Saints, who here below 
Fought by faith with every foe 
Of the Lord, Who loved them so, 

Sing we Alleluia. 

For the Race that they have run, 
For their deeds in battle done, 
And the triumphs they have vioiv. 

Sing we AX!Le\\i«L. 



Third Sunday after Easter. 

For their quiet Rest above, 
'Neath the pinions of the Dove, 
Folded in the arms of Love, 

Sing we Alleluia. 

For their Peace, serene and calm, 
Golden harp, and holy psalm, 
Coming crown, and promised palm, 

Sing we Alleluia. 

For the blest Communion we 
Have with them, O Christ ! in Thee, 
And shall have eternally. 

Sing we Alleluia. 

Alleluia ! we adore 

Love, our life for evermore. 

Bowing down the throne before. 

Singing Alleluia. 

To the Father, and the Son, 
And the Spirit, Three in One, 
Homage evermore be done. 

Singing Alleluia. • 
Amen. 



7 dFourtfi SunliaB after ISajsJter*— morn. 

Also 21 st Sunday after Trinity, 

T ERUSALEM the holy ! 

J Jerusalem the blest ! 

From highest heaven descending. 

In bridal beauty drest : 
Bride of the Lamb I thy glory, 

(The light of God alone,) 
Shines through lYiee, c\^^x ^s* cr^^\aS.^ 
And like a jaspei s\.Qiie. 
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Thy walls are great and glorious, 

Twelve pearls are thy twelve gates. 
By every gate an angel, 

For holy service waits : 
And names thereon are written, 

Angelic hands inscribe 
The tribes of Israel's children. 

On every pearl a tribe. 

And twelve are thy foundations, 

All pfecious stones most fair, 
The Names of the Apostles 

Are ever in them there ; 
Of purest gold the city. 

And golden is the street, 
Like to clear glass, transparent 

Beneath the saved ones' feet. 

And therein is no temple. 
No place apart for prayer. 

For the Lord God Almighty, 

. And Christ thy Temple are : 

No need of sun to lighten ; 
No need of moon to shine ; 

Thy sunshine is God's glory, 
The Lamb thy Light Divine. 

The nations of the sav^d, 

Do walk there through thy Light ; 
Thy gates by day unclosed. 

Within thy walls no night : 
The kings of earth their glory, 

The queens their state do bring. 
And lay them down in homage, 

Before the Glorious King. 

There shall in no wise etvlet, 
The things that do defvYe, 



Fourth Sunday after Easter. 137 

That work abomination, 
And spoil God's truth with guile : 

But those whose names are written 
In the Lamb's Book of Life, 

They only shall be in thee, 
Thou spotless Bride and Wife. 

Jerusalem the holy ! 

My spirit longs to be 
Within thy walls of jasper, 

Thy gates of pearl to see. 
And, through the sunless city, 

To walk thy streets of gold, 
And, in thy moonless beauty, 

God's glory to behold. 

Give me, O Lord ! the patience 

To labour and endure ; 
And, that I may behold Thee, 

Give me a heart that's pure ; 
Write Thine own Name upon it, 

That, after earth's long strife, 
My name may be found written 

In the Lamb's Book of Life. 

Amen. 

3 dFourtJ SunliaB after iBajsJter*— even. 

Also list Sunday after Trinity. 

OJESU ! Thou art standing 
Outside the fast-closed door, 
In lowly patience waiting 

To pass the threshold o'er : 
Shame on us. Christian brethren, 
His Name and Sign who beat \ 
O shame, thrice sYvaitie >\^oxv xvs.^ 
To keep Him st.aTvdViv^X^^'t^^- 



1 38 TJic Parish Hymnal. 

O Jesu ! Thou art knocking ; 

That gentle hand is scarred, 
And thorns Thy brow encircle, 

And tears Thy face have marr'd : 
O love, that passeth knowledge, ^ 

So patiently to wait ; 
O sin, that hath no equal, 

To bar so fast the gate. 

O Jesu ! Thou art pleading, 

In accents meek and low, 
" I died for you, my children. 

And will you treat me so?" 
O Lord ! with shame and sorrow. 

We open now the door ; 
Dear Saviour, enter, enter, 

And leave us never more. 

Amen. 



139 dFiftJ Suniag after l&mXtx. -morn. 

(Rogation Sunday^ 

GRACIOUS Giver of the seed-time, 
Sweet Refresher of the soil. 
Great In-gatherer of the harvest 

For the which Thy people toil : 
O Thou Fount of every blessing 

Showered daily from above. 
Stoop to hear our hearts confessing 
All their gladness in Thy love. 

Blessed be the Hand that gave us 

Thought and feeling,"life and limb ; 
Blest His heart, Who died to save us^ 
Blessings evermore to H\m, 



Fifth Sunday after Easter, 1 39 

Blest the tender love that makes us, 

Fit to serve Him as we ought, 
Never leaves us, nor forsakes us. 

Till into His gamer brought. 

With Thy dews and sunshine tend us, 

Through life's long and changeful year ; 
From the enemy defend us, 

Lest the tares of sin appear : 
Ever in Thy mercy sparing, 

Watching late and waiting long. 
And Thy judgment still forbearing. 

Lest Thy children suffer wrong. 

Gracious Giver of Life's seed-time, 

Sweet Refresher of the heart. 
Great Ingatherer of its harvest, 

O how full of love Thou art ! 
Let Thine Eye and Hand the keepers 

Of our souls for ever be. 
Till Thine angel harvest-reapers, 

Life's full bundles bind for Thee. 

Amen. 



40 jFiftl^ SunliaB after ISajsJtet*— even. 

{Rogation Sunday^ 

LORD ! correct me, but with judgment. 
Not in anger, lest I die ; 
Chasten, but in loving-kindness. 
Punish, but to purify. 

Through Thy judgment let Thy Mercy 

Find its way into my soul, 
Through Thy woundings \e\. 1\q 'Vi&'a^vw;^ 

Search, and soothe, and Tcva;^«i xsve n^VOsr.^ 



The Parish Hymnal, 

lou art, yet still my Father ! 
I Physician, yet my Friend ! 
lorring ! yet my Saviour ! 
, enduring to the end. 

I the great and dread Jehovah, 
remembering I am dust : 
:ator ! my Redeemer ! 
gh Thou slay me I can trust. 

'ill were not so wayward 
d never know distress, 
ost cause me to be troubled 
n very faithfulness. 

in my heedless quiet 
me not unheeded by ; 
Drrect me,— but with judgment, 
n anger, lest I die. 

Amen. 

&e aijEJcenjsJion Bag -morning. 

FE'S dread battle over, 
Love's great triumph won, 
Vs dominion ended, 
dless peace begun ; 
t to heaven ascendeth, 
'ts for men to gain ; 
ive-led, the captor 
Hows in His train. 

Is His sun-built chariot 
the wing'd winds bound, 
en ward He ascendelYv, 
id-clad, rainbow-crovjtCd \ 



The Ascension Day. 141 

By a cloud received 

From the eyes of men, 
And in clouds of glory, 

To come back again . 

Alleluia ! Glory 

To the God of Love ; 
Alleluia ! Praises 

Follow Christ above. 
Saints, by Him redeemed, 

Worship and adore ! 
Angels Alleluias 

Singing evermore. 

By the Throne of mercy, 

Waiting for His crown, 
Pleading for His people, 

Christ hath set Him down ; 
Ready, for their rescue 

In the time of need, 
As He rose for Stephen, 

To arise and plead. 

Son of God, Thy goodness — 

Son of Man, Thy love — 
Bring us peace and pardon, 

Plead for us above ; 
In the night of sorrow. 

Son of Mary, own ! 
In the day of judgment, 

Son of God, atone ! 

Alleluia ! Father, 

Giver of the Son! 
Alleluia ! Saviour, 

Now Thy work \s dotv^ \ 



1-2 The Parish Hymnal, 

Alleluia I Spirit — 
Holy Spirit blest 1 

One in travail, make us 
One with Thee in rest. 



XI W^t a0rntJ5ion JBajj*— eveninc 

JESUS shall reign where'er the sun 
Doth his successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

All peoples that to Him belong 
Shall sing His love with sweetest song. 
And infant voices come to claim 
Their right to praise His holy Name. 

Blessings abound where'er He reigns, 
The prisoner leaps to loose his chains, 
The weary find eternal rest. 
And all the sons of want are blest. , 

Wherever souls His Name adore, 
Death and the curse prevail no more ; 
In Him hath man, at priceless cost. 
Found more than Adam ever lost. 

Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honours to our King ; 
Angels descend with songs again. 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 
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43 Sunirag after fL^ttxmm. IBajj*— morn. 

Also 22nd Sunday after Trinity, 

LIFT up your heads, ye gates of heaVn ! 
Your hearts, ye sons of men ! 
Ye chariot-clouds, by wing'd winds driv'n, 
Lift up your Lord again. 
Each pearl-built gate, 
(Where angels wait. 
Along the crystal floors,) 
Your leaves unfold. 
On streets of gold. 
Ye everlasting doors ! 

High festival of gladness make. 

Your jubilee begin ; 
Fling open wide your gates, and take 
The King of Glory in. 

Who, who is He ? 

And what be ye. 
Who thus His praises sing ? 

His people we. 

By Him set free. 
And He our Saviour King ! 

Each pulse that beats, each heart that feels. 

Knows, we through Him are free ; 
That captive, at His chariot wheels. 
He leads captivity : 

That fears have fled. 

That Death is dead, 
That souls are saved from sin : 

Then for Christ's sake 

Unfold, and lake 
ThQ King of G\or^ vtv. 



The Parish Hymnal. 

His praises happy angels sang, 

When He came down to earth ; . 
High heav'n with alleluias rang 

To hail the Saviour's birth : 

With victory 

Gone up on high, 
His glad return proclaim ; 

Dread homage bring, 

And "Holy'' sing, 
"Thrice Holy" to His Name. 

\ SuttliaB after ^%ttmm fflajj,— evi 

Also 22nd Sunday after Trinity, 

CROWN Him with many crowns, 
The Lamb upon His throne ; 
Hark ! how the heav'nly anthem drowns 
All music but its own. 

Crown Him the Lord of Years, 

The Potentate of Time, 
Creator of the roUing spheres, 

Ineffably sublime. 

Crown Him the Lord of Love ; 

Behold His hands and side ! 
Those wounds, yet visible above, 

In beauty glorified. 

Crown Him the Lord of Peace, 

Whose pow'r a sceptre sways 
In heav*n and earth — that wars may cease, 

And all be prayer and praise. 

Crown Him the Lord of Light ; 

Let crowns before Him fall. 
The Son of Man, the Infvnite, 
Who loves and saves us aV\ \ 
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All hail, Redeemer, hail ! 

One of the wondrous Three ! 
Whose triune love shall never fail 

Throughout eternity. 



45 fflJBSit SunliaB*— MORNING. 

Also T.'yd Sunday after Trinity, 

HOLY Spirit, long-expected, 
Come Thou Peace-restoring Dove ; 
And the olive-branch rejected 
O bring with Thee from above : 
Holy Spirit, 
Let the savour 
Of Thy favour 
Comfort all our hearts with love ! 

Comforter of those in sorrow. 

Guide to those who go astray, * 
Teacher, all Whose lessons borrow 
Light from what the Lord did say : 
Holy Spirit, 
Let Thy guiding, 
(Grace providing,) 
Lead us upward into day! 

O Thou Advocate, Whose pleading 

Wins back those whose souls have err'd, 
While, for sinners interceding, 
Christ their Advocate is heard : 
Holy Spirit, 
Let Thy praises 
Help to raise us 
Nearer the Eternal VJoxd\ 



146 The Parish Hy}}inal. 

Praise to God, Who fails us never ; 

Praise to Christ, by Him bestow'd ; 
Praise to Thee the Spirit ; ever 
Make our hearts Thy blest abode : 
Holy Spirit, 
Dwell within us ; 
Gently win us 
Back, in Thy good time, to God. 

Amen. 



146 ffljafiit Sunirag —EVENING'. 

Also 2yrd Sunday after Trinity, 

OFIRE of God I O Comforter ! 
O Life of all that live ; 
Holy art Thou, to quicken us. 
And Holy, strength to give ; 
Of broken hearts the Healer Thou, 

Of* wounds the Balm to bind ; 
O Spirit of all holiness, 
O Lover of mankind. 

O sweetest Grace, the soul to soothe. 

Soft South-wind on us poured. 
That saintly hearts may give again 

Their perfume to the Lord ; 
O purest Fountain, in which gleams 

The calm of heav'n above ; 
O homeward Guide to wanderers, 

Light to the paths of love ! 

O Breast-plate, strong our lives to guard ; 

O Bond of unity ; 
O Girdle of all righteousness 
To them who trust in T\vee. 



Wkit Sunday. 147 

Defender of the sanctified 

From spiritual foe ; 
And Op'ner of the prison doors 

To let the captive go. 

Thou mighty Teacher of the wise, 

Who dost upon us pour 
The inspiration of Thy gifts, 

The wisdom of Thy lore ; 
Our songs to Thee, O Joy of life. 

Our Hope and Strength, we raise ; 
Who art to us. all Life, all Light, 

Who art Thyself all Praise. 



47 MtsxCti. in fiJttJiteun JHtteeft*— morn. 

Also 24/^ Sunday after Trinity, 

OUR blest Redeemer, ere He breathed 
His tender last farewell, 
A Guide, a Comforter bequeathed, 
With us to dwell. 

He came, sweet influence to impart, 

A gracious, willing Guest ; 
While He can find one humble heart 

Wherein to rest. 

And His that gentle Voice we hear, 

Soft as the breath of even. 
That checks each doubt, that calms each fear, 

And speaks of heav'n. 

And every virtue we possess, 

And every conquest won ; 
And every thought of hoUtvess, 

Are His alone. 



148 TJic Paris Ji Hymnal. 

Spirit of purity and grace, 
Our weakness, pitying, see : 

O make our hearts Thy dwelling-place, 
And worthier Thee. 

Praise we the Father, praise the Son, 
Blest Spirit, praise we Thee, 

All praise to God, the Three in One, 
The One in Three. 

Amen. 



148 Mt!X(ti. in ?UBSiteun ?12tteeft*— even. 

Also 2^h Sunday after Trinity, 

GIFT of the Father's living love, 
Hope of the Saviour's dying prayer, 
Drop gently on us from above, 

With the soft dew-drops of Thy care ; 
Refresh us with Thy bounteous grace, 
And make our hearts Thy dwelling-place. 

The hateful weeds of sin destroy, 

The bloom of Paradise restore. 
With beauty bless them, and with joy 

Fill their waste places evermore ; 
Refresh them with Thy bounteous grace, 
And make them Thine own dwelling-place. 

They are the garden of the Lord, 

But all unfit for Him to see. 
Until their tangled paths, restored 

Unto primaeval grace by Thee, 
Become the ways where He will walk. 
And by us sit, and with us talk. 

O Holy Spmiy on us rest, 
And in us evermore abide *, 
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What we should be Thou knowest best, 

What we most need canst best provide ; 
Refresh our drooping souls with grace, 
And make them Thine own dwelling-place. 

Amen. 



149 Cuwlr^ in JHtt^iteun JHttwft*— morn, 

Also 2^th Sunday after Trinity, 

COME ye faithful, raise the anthem, 
Cleave the skies with shouts of praise; 
Sing to Him Who found the ransom, 

Ancient of eternal days ; 
God Eternal, God Incarnate, 
Whom the heaven of heavens obeys. 

Ere He raised the lofty mountains. 

Made the sea, or built the sky. 
Love eternal, free, and boundless, 

Moved the Lord of Life to die ; 
Lifted up the Prince of princes 

To the throne of Calvary. 

If His people walk in darkness 
Through the thickest clouds of night. 

He, according to His promise, 
Sends the pillar-beam of light ; 

Then they pass along His highway, 
Turning not to left or right. 

When the thirsty pant for water, 
And no cooling streams are found ; 

He descends like showers in spring-time, 
Softening all the parched ground : 

While the smitten Rock \ls \,oxxe^\s» 
Pours in ample streams axowxL^. 



1 50 The Parish Hymnal. 

Hungry souls, that faint and languish, 
By His bounteous Hand are fed ; 

He to them gives food immortal, 
Gives Himself — the Living Bread ; 

Gives th6 chalice of His Life-Blood, 
From His Cross and Passion shed. 

Trust Him, then, ye fearful pilgrims, 
Who shail pluck you from His hand ? 

Pledged, He stands for their salvation. 
Who are fighting for His land. 

O, that we, amid His true ones. 
Round His throne may one day stand. 

Am 



150 Cuwlr^ \xi JHttSiteun ?12ttee6,— i 

Also 2$/h Sunday after Trinity, 

AS dews depart before the sun. 
As night before the day. 
As sands do in the hour-glass run. 

So wears our life away : 
But sure, though slow, as swells the tid< 

That spreads the seas abroad. 
So rises in us deep and wide, 
The higher life of God. 

As watchers through the weary night. 

As workers through the day, 
Look for the dawn, or evening light, 
Thsit wears their toil away •, 
So, weary of life's night, eacVi e^e 
Strains, Lord, Thy Day to s^e •, 
So, wearier of life's day, we s\^\v 
For life's deep Rest in Thee. 



Trinity Sunday, 151 

JntmitB Suniag*— MORNING. 

HOLY ! Holy ! Holy ! Lord, 
God of Hosts ! Eternal. King ! 
By the heavens and earth adored, 
Angels and archangels sing ; 
Chanting everlastingly 
To the Blessed Trinity. 

Since by Thee were all things made, 
And in Thee do all things live, 
Be to Thee all honour paid, 
Praise to Thee let all things give, — 
Singing everlastingly 
To the Blessed Trinity. 

Thousands, tens of thousands, stand. 
Spirits blest, before the Throne, 
Speeding thence at. Thy command, 
And, when Thy behests are done, — 
Singing everlastingly 
To the Blessed Trinity. 

Cherubim and seraphim 

Veil their faces with their wings, 

Eyes of angels are too dim 

To behold the King of kings ;— 

While they sing eternally 

To the Blessed Trinity. 

Thee Apostles, — Prophets Thee, — 

Thee the noble MartytAi^LivdL, 

Praise with soleirirv *3\x\yv\ae *, 

Th^^ the Church m evet^ \a.^^ \ 
S^T^^in^ everlastrngVy 
^o the Blessed Trmity 
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In Thy joy and glory 

Didst my sorrows bear ; 
Fill me with the gladness 

Of Thy life divine, 
And in death ~and judgment, 

Plead for me as Thine. 

God, the Holy Spirit, 

By Whose breath I live, 
O Thou great Life-giver ! 

Ever, ever give : 
Lost — Thy goodness found me — 

Comforter of men ! 
Never, never leave me 

To myself again. 

Praise to God the Father : 

Laud to God the Son : 
Might to God the Spirit, 

Blessed Three in One. 
Thee, Whom saints and angels 

Worship and adore. 
Unto Thee be glory, 

Now, and evermore. 

Amen. 

Also Hymn 62. 

\ Jfix%t Suniag after CrinitB*— love. 

JESU, my Lord, my God, mine All ! 
Hear me, blest Saviour, when I call ; 
Hear me, and from Thy dwelling place 
Pour down the riches of Thy Grace. 
J«su, my Lord, I Ttee ^tiox^^ 
O make me love TYvee xcvot^ ^xA \xscrt^* 



154 ^'^^^' Pel risk Hymnal. 

Jesu, alas ! too coldly sought, 

How can I love Thee as I ought? 

And how extol Thy matchless fame, 

The glorious beauty of Thy Name ? 
Jesu, my Lord ! I Thee adore, 
O. make me love Thee more and more. 

Jesu ! what didst Thou find in me, 

That Thou hast dealt so lovingly ? 

How great the joy that Thou hast brought, 

O far exceeding hope or thought 
Jesu, my Lord ! I Thee adore, 
O make me love Thee more and more. 

Jesu ! of Thee shall be my song. 
To Thee my heart and life belong ; 
All that I am or have is Thine, 
And Thou, my Saviour, Thou art mine. 
Jesu, my Lord ! I Thee adore, 
O make me love Thee more and more. 

Also Hymns 63 afid 64. 

154 Seconb Sun» aft, Crin,— readiness. 

OBJECT of my first desire, 
Jesus ! crucified for me ; 
All to happiness aspire, 

I would seek it. Lord, in Thee. 
Thee to praise, and Thee to know, 
Make the joys of saints below ; 
Thee to see, and Thee to love, 
Make the bliss of saints above. 

Lord, it is not life to live 
If Thy Presence TViou deiv^ \ 
Lord, if Thou Thy Presence ^ve 
'Tis no longer death lo d\e. 
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Fount and Giver of repose, 
Only from Thy love it flows ; 
Peace and happiness are Thine, 
Mine they are if Thou art mine. 

Also Hymns 65 and 66. 

CJiri Sunias after Crinitg^— joy. 

ON our way rejoicing, 
As we homeward move, 
Hearken to our praises, 
O Thou God of love. 
Is there grief or sadness ? 

Thine it cannot be ; 
If our sky be clouded, 
Clouds are not from Thee. 
On our way rejoicing. 

As we homeward move ; 
Hearken to our praises, 
O Thou God of Love. 

If with honest-hearted 

Love for God and man, 
Day by day Thou find us 

Doing all we can ; 
Thou Who givest seed-time 

Wilt give large increase ; 
Crown the head with blessings, 

Fill the heart with peace. 

On our way rejoicing, &c. 

On our way rejoiciivg 

GJadly let us go, 
Victor is the leader, 
Vanquished is the loe. 



The Parish Hymnal, 

Christ without — our safety ! 

Christ within — our joy I 
Who, if we be faithful. 

Can our hope destroy? 

On our way rejoicing, &c. 

Unto God the Father 

Joyful songs we sing, 
Unto God the Saviour 

Thankful hearts we bring ; 
Unto God the Spirit, 

Bow we and adore, 
On our way rejoicing. 

Ever, ever more. 

On our way rejoicing, &c. 

Also Hymns 67 and 68. 



dTourtt Sunias after Ctinits^ 

GENTLENESS. 

IY froward heart, my wayward will. 
Oft laid me low in poor estate ; 
Thou wast tender to me still. 
Thy gentleness hath made me great." 

h righteousness Thou didst me prove, 
/^ith mercy didst upon me wait ; 
worst reproach Thy changeless love. 
Thy gentleness hath made me great." 

n conscience stung, and man Te^^ov^^ 
i all the world seem'd Viard wvXVv Va\s. 
mad'st me feel that 1 was\o\ed, ^^ 
7 g-entleness hath made me %tea\.. 
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Thy wrath my soul had ne'er survived, 
On Thy forgiveness hangs my fate ; 

But in Thy love my life revived, 
" Thy gentleness hath made me great." 

Thee, gracious Father, I adore, 

On Thee, my loving Saviour, wait ; 
Thee, Comforter, praise evermore, 
" Thy gentleness hath made me great/' 

Amen. 
Also Hymns 73 and 74. 



57 :ff^i^ Sunias after Crmitg^— trust. 

WHY, my soul, so sad and fearful, 
Crossing life's dark ocean tide ? 
Why that upward eye so tearful, 
Christ is sleeping by thy side. 

Though the storm and tossing billow 

Seem the only presence near ; 
Nearer Christ — thy heart His pillow. 

Sleeps He by thee — wherefore fear ? 

Wakes the storm ? it is to try thee. 
Sleeps the Christ ? 'tis for thy sake ; 

Let thy heart but feel Him nigh thee. 
Lift thy voice and He'll awake. 

He'll awake, and wind and ocean 

Soon shall bow before His will ; 
All thy weary heart's emotion 

Hush'd before His " Peace, be still." 

Also Hymns 75 and, ^(i. 



I The Parish HymnaL 

J SurtS Sunbag aft» Crinits^— pur 

IN the cleansing waters, 
Over which the Dove 
With Thy heaven-sent peace-branct 
. Hovers from above ; 
Thou didst wash me, Father, 

When I was a child, 

O that I had since been 

Pure and undefiled ! 

In the healing waters 

Gushing from Thy side. 
Mingled with Thy passion, 

With Thy life-blood dyed ; 
Thou didst wash me, Saviour, 

Till my soul was clean. 
Cleaner, fairer, purer. 

Than it e'er had been. 

Yet my feet I cannot 

Keep from day to day. 
By the world unspotted. 

Strive I as I may ; 
Night by night, my Saviour, 

Gird Thyself for me. 
Wash my feet, and make them 

Pure and clean for Thee. 

Stains of sin are on them, 

Pride is with me still ; 
Fretfulness at trifles, 
Waywardness of w\\\ •, 
Day by day they make lue 

For my Lord unmeet •, 
^ight by night, my Saviovu \ 
WrsH my wandering feet. 
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Through what wastes, how wilder'd, 

Through what ways, how wild. 
Through what paths, how tangled, 

Soird and sin-defiled, 
I this day have wandered ; 

Still my prayer shall be, 
Wash my feet, my Saviour, 

Ere I rest in Thee. 

And when life is ended, 

When its race is run ; 
When its toil is over, 

And its day is done : 
And my feet are bending 

Toward the crystal sea, 
Wash them, O my Saviour, 

Ere I sleep in Thee. Amen. 

Also Hymns 81 and 82. 

59 SebentfiSun-aft^Crin*— COMMUNION. 

BREAD of the World, in mercy broken, 
Wine of the soul, in mercy shed ; 
By Whom the words of life were spoken. 
And in Whose death our sins are dead. 

Look on the hearts by sorrow broken. 
Look on the tears by sinners shed, ^ 

And be Thy Feast to us the token. 
That by Thy Life our souls are fed. 

Also Hymns 85 and 86. 

'^EACU me to do the l\v\xi^ xYv^X. ^\^'a.'=.^N^'^'^^'^ . 
Thou art my God, \ii TVvee \ Xw^ ^^^ ^^^^ " 
?t Thy loving Spirit lead ioxOcvm^, 
'to the land of rigYiteowstvess <ccvd.X^^^- 



i6o TIu Parish Hymnal, 

Thy Love — the law and impulse of my soul, 
Thy Righteousness — its fitness and its plea, 

Thy loving Spirit — mercy's sweet controul. 
To make me liker, draw me nearer Thee. 

My highest hope to be where, Lord, Thou art ; 

To lose myself in Thee, my richest gain ; 
To do Thy will, the habit of my heart, 

To grieve The Spirit, my severest pain. 

Thy smile my sunshine, all my peace from thence ; 

From self alone, what could that peace destroy : 
Thy joy, my sorrow for the least offence ; 

My sorrow, that I am not more Thy joy. 

Also Hymns Sy and 88. 

i6i iRmt1& Sun, after Ctm,— our rock. 



R' 



OCK of Ages ! cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee ! 
Let the water and the blood 
From Thy riven side that flowed. 
Be of sin the double cure. 
Save my soul, and keep me pure. 

Not the labour of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy Law's demands ; 
Though my zeal no respite know, 
Though my tears for ever flow. 
All for sin cannot atone, 
Thou must save, and Thou alone I 

Nothing in my hand I bring. 
Simply to Thy Cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress. 
Worthless, plead T\vy i\^\vteousness ; 
t Foul, I to the foutvU\tv ^^, 

■ Wash me, Saviour, ox \ ^\e\ 



Trinity Sundays, i6i 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When mine eyehds close in death ; 
When I rise to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy Judgment Throne ; 
Rock of Ages ! cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee ! 

Amen. 
Also Hymns 89 and^ 

52 Cent1& Suniag after CrinitB*— peace. 

To Thee, O dear, dear Saviour, 
My spirit turns for rest ; 
My peace is in Thy favour, 
My pillow on Thy breast ! 
Though all the world deceive me, 

I know that I am Thine ; 
And Thou wilt never leave me, 
O blessed Saviour mine ! 

In Thee my trust abidetli) 

On Thee my hope relies ; 
O Thou Whose Love provideth 

For all beneath the skies : 
O Thou Whose Mercy found me, 

From bondage set me free ; 
And then for ever bound me 

With threefold cords to Thee. 

My grief is in the dulness 
With which this sluggish heart, 

Doth open to the fulness 
Of all Thou wouldst im.^^xV% 

My joy is in Thy BeaMt^ 

Of holiness divine \ 
My comfort in the d\ilv 

That binds my \\Ce *m 'Y\C\tv^\ 



62 The Parish Hymnal. 

Alas ! that I should ever 

Have faiFd in love to Thee, 
The only One Who never 

Forgot or slighted me ! 
O for a heart to love Thee 

More truly as I ought, 
And nothing place above Thee 

In deed, or word, or thought. 

O for that choicest blessing 

Of living in Thy love. 
And thus on earth possessing 

The peace of heaven above ; 
O for the bliss that by it 

The soul securely knows. 
The holy calm and quiet 

Of faith's serene repose ! 

Also Hymns 91 and (^2, 

163 lEIebnttj^ Sunlrap after Crmi 

PENITENCE. 

SINFUL, sighing to be blest. 
Bound, and longing to be free, 
Weary, waiting for my rest, 

God, be merciful to me ! 

Goodness I have none to plead, 
Sinfulness in all I see, 
I can only bring my need, 

God, be merciful to me ! 

Broken heart and dowtvc^isV ej^s 
Dare not lift themselves Vo T\vt^^ 
Vet Thou canst inlerprel si^Vs, 
God, be inerciiuV to xcve^ . 
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From this sinful heart of mine 
To Thy bosom I would flee, 
I am not my own — but Thine ; 
God, be merciful to me ! 

There is One beside Thy throne. 
And my only hope and plea 
Are in Him and Him alone ; — 
God, be merciful to me ! 

He my cause will undertake, 
My Interpreter will be. 
He's my All, and for His sake, 
God, be merciful to me I 

Amen. 
Also Hymns 93 and 94. 

64 Ctoel(ti& Sunlrap after Crmitg, 

SPIRITUAL AWAKING. 

LIGHT and love, in mazes moving, 
Pulses, beating from the heart 
Of the Father, the All- Loving, 

Searching life through every part, — 
If we would but let them reach us. 

Sweeter are than aught that dies ; 
If we would but let them teach us, 
Might prepare us for the skies. 

God is ever near us, guiding 

By unseen but certain ways, 
In His Providence providing 

Fires for nights, and cVouds lot ^^^\ 
Yet we feel not we are iveax Wvccv, 

With Him no cotnmuiv\oiv"V\<A^% 
Speak not to Him, do Tio\.\ve2LT ^^T^^ 
Love so dead, and ¥a\l\v so ccAo. . 



The Parish Hymnal, 

BlessM Saviour ! put Thy fingtr 

Upon every ear and tongue, 
Till in one Love's music linger, 

By the other Praise be sung : 
Let Thine ** Ephphatha " endear Thee, 

With Thy touch our silence break ; 
Make the heart that's deaf to hear Thee, 

And the tongue that's dumb to speak. 

Also Hymns 95 and^, 

CJitteentJ StitrtraD after HLxinitQ. 

COMPASSION. 

IN the multitude of sorrows 
That the trembling soul distress. 
In the multitude outnumbering, 
Lord, of Thy compassions— bless. 

In the multitude of dangers 
That the coward heart must brave, 

In the multitude unfailing, 
Lord, of Thy compassions — save. 

In the multitude of sufTrings 
That wring out the cry of fear. 

In the multitude unwearied. 

Lord, of Thy compassions — hear. 

In the multitude of doubtings 
That both darken and degrade. 

In the multitude exhaustless, 
Lord, of Thy compassions — aid. 

In the multitude oi iaWWs 

Thou beholdest irom sAiove, 
In the multitude etertva\> 
Lord, of Thy coTtvpass\oTvs-\oNe. 
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Happy they who when the billows 

Of affliction o'er them roll, 
Find the everlasting comforts 

Of Thy love refresh the soul. 

Happy they who by Thy guidance 

Sailing o'er life's stormy sea, 
Come at last unto the haven 

Where their longing souls would be : 

Praising God, the loving Father ; 

Praising Christ, th' Eternal Son ; 
Praising God the Holy Spirit ; 
While the endless ages run. 

Amen. 
Also Hymns 97 and 98. 

66 jFourteentf) Sunlrap after Crmitg, 

GRATITUDE. 

LOVE my song, divine and fair. 
Love that makes my life its care ; 
That in early morning found me. 
Twined its tender arms around me. 
Through the sultry noontide led me, 
Comforted, sustained, and fed me. 
Back from all my wand'rings guided, 
More than for my wants provided. 
Never once relax'd its hold. 
Through my trials manifold 
But was stiU the same as ever 
In my changings changing never \ 
Love I sing t the love 1 sYvax^, 
Love divine, and fresh, aadi^Jvt\ 

Love my song \ both day axi^xa^x. 
Love eternal, infinite. 
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Love,— the life within me moving, 
Love, — the spring of all my loving. 
Love,— the air whose breath enfolds me. 
Comforts, strengthens, and upholds me ; 
Love — the light all life pervading, 
Chequered oft, but never fading. 
Love — whose motion and whose rest 
Are in Him who loves me best ; 

my God, my heart can never 
Know its mysteries, but ever 

1 will sing of what I share, 
Love divine, and fresh and fair. 

Also Hymns 103 and 104. 

167 jFrtteentJ S>unlra» after "fSxxxcA^.* 

UNSELFISHNESS. 

L'ORD, in all we offer Thee 
r Let this rule our guidance be, 
It must cost us- loss or pain, 
Else Thou wilt not deem it gain. 

'Tis not meet that first our wealth, 
Time and talents, heart arid health, 
Should be all on self bestowed ; 
Thence to overflow to God. 

Gifts to God are best supplied 
Out of luxuries denied ; 
Out of pleasures we might take. 
But refuse — for Jesus' sake. 

Earth should, from her pattem-heav'n, 
Take the bright example giv'n ; 
WherGy upon God's a\ta(r,\\ts 
What He deem'd a saciitic^ \ 
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Not the lowest that could show 
Sympathy with human woe ; 
But the highest He could give, 
Christ to die that man should live. 

Lord, let such the model be 

Of our offerings to Thee ; 

And the spring, our hearts to move 

Thine unutterable love. 

Also Hymns 107 and 108. 



68 Sixteentf) Suntrap aftec Crmitg* 

SYMPATHY. 

I SOUGHT Thee when my heart was low, 
I found Thee, and my hopes revived, 
And all the world from me shall know 
What comfort 1 from Thee derived ; 
All that I needed, all and more, 
Thy Presence did to me restore. 

I laid my burden at Thy feet. 

My head upon Thy tender breast, 

Thy Name of love I did repeat. 

And Thou didst understand the rest ; 

All that I needed, all and more, 

Thy Presence did to me restore. 

I wept the sorrow of my heart, 

And Thou mine eyes didst ^<^xv\3^ ^sx^ \ 
/ sigh'd, through fear t\v3A. vj^ xoxyjsX ^-^X-i ^^ 
But Thou didst w\v\s^eT/' ^n^x x;>jgsv\ 
It was enough, 1 asWdtvo xtvoxe^ 
T^hy Voice did aW my Yvfe x^sX.o\^- 
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And now that life to Thee I give 
With calmer trust, and brighter joy, 

In Thee, and for Thee I will live, 
To do Thy will my chief employ ; 

Thus most secure to part no more 

With that sweet joy Thou didst restore. 

Also Hymns 109 and i la 



169 Sebettteentf) SunlraB after ISximtjSi. 

THE SABBATH. 

OHOLY Sabbath Day, 
Full of the purest bliss, 
What treasure on life's way 
Find we so fair as this ? 

Thou wert to God a rest, 

Thou art a rest to man, 
And they, who know thee best, 

Hallow thee all they can. 

For the eternal soul 

Sweet day, what gain thou art 1 
Until we reach the whole 

O what a precious part ! 

Until we reach the bliss 
Of worlds beyond the skies. 

How dost thou colour this 
With their immortal dyes ! 

Sweet Sabbath ! still the same 

As in the days of old. 
Not lost because CVvns\?s tv^ltcv^ 
Is stampt upon Xhy goVd. 
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Thy name we need not lose, 

Because thou dost array 
Thyself in brighter hues, , 

Becoming " The Lord's Day." 

Both names are dear and blest, 

In each a meaning lies, 
From making — God did rest. 

In saving — Christ did rise. 

As warp and woof enfold, 
God weaves in one the two — 

The strictness of the old ! 
The freedom of the new ! 

Also Hymns 129 and 130. 

70 iSigJteentf) Suntras after Ctmifg, 

EXCELSIOR. 

HIGHER, higher to aspire. 
That is all my soul's desire. 
Nearer to the light and love 
In which saints and angels move. 
Nearer to the glorious flirone 
And to Him Who sits thereon, 
To perfection nigher, nigher 
To my Saviour — higher, higher ! 

Higher into heaVnly air 
On the wings of faith and prayer. 
Let my aspirations rise 
Like the lark, into the skies, 
Singing, in her shade oiW^t, 
Not unheard, though out. ol €vgaX^ 
Upon wings that never \\x^> 
Rising ever, higher, Yu^Vvet. 
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Higher, higher, Lord, the fire 
Of my full and fond desire 
Mingling with Thine altar flame, 
Rising in Thy Sacred Name, 
Though by earth-winds tost and driv'n 
Ever let it point to Heav'n, 
Never, never to expire 
Till it lift me, higher, higher. 

Higher, higher on through life 
More above its storm and strife ; 
Every day I older grow 
More of Thee and self to know, 
With a purer, freer heart. 
Ready, at Thy call, to part 
From life's dearest ties, and nigher 
Rise to Jesus — higher, higher ! 

Also Hymns 131 and 132. 

171 iaineteentl) Sun* aft Crmitp*— faith, 

LORD, my portion Thou shalt be. 
Whom have I in heav'n but Thee ? 
Lord, my heritage Thou art, 
Who but Thou should have my heart ? 
O Thou most divinely fair. 
Whom shall I with Thee compare ? 
Jesus Christ, who changest never. 
Yesterday, to-day, or ever ! 

Thou my hope art, Thou my guide. 
All my need in Thee supplied ; 
Thou my food, and fadeless dress. 
Journeying through the wilderness : 
Thou t\iQ rock, whence ever burst 
WsLtQTs for me when 1 tYv\xs\.\ 

Jesus Christ, who chaiv^est tv^evet, 

Yesterday, to-day, or ever \ 
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Thou my cloud by day, my light 
Through the darkness of the night ; 
Thou my pathway through life's sea, 
Lest its waves overwhelm me, 
Thou my triumph on the shore 
When life's buffetings are o'er ; 
Jesus Christ, who changest never, 
Yesterday, to-day, or ever ! 

In Thee are my peace and joy, 
For Thee is my best employ. 
From Thee all my strength descends, 
To thee all my duty tends. 
By Thee I from bondage free, 
Through Thee shall accepted be ; 
Jesus Christ, Who changest never. 
Yesterday, to-day, or ever ! 

Also Hymns 133 and 134. 

172 "fSimtAxt^ Sunlrap after Cunitg* 

* THE MARRIAGE SUPPER. 

BRIDE of Christ, through Him contending 
In each clime beneath the sun. 
Blend with prayers for help ascending 
Notes of praise for triumphs won. 

All the Church in Christ rejoices. 

All her saints in praise combine, 
Thanksgivings from hearts and voices 

Rise in harmony divine. 

All who, sin and death defying, 

Jesus faithfully confest ; 
Here 'mid sinners daily dymg, ^ 

Living there amid the blesV. *. * 
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All are one together, praising 

God's Eternal Majesty ; 
Thrice- repeated anthems raising 

To the Holy Trinity. 
So may we, with hearts devote(^ 

Serve our God in holiness, 
So at last by God promoted 

Thrones in heav'n with tliem pi 

Also Hyrrms 135 and 136. 



173 €toenti}=first Suniag aftEt t 

TRAYER. 

1 1 T ORD, if Thou wilt," the sict mat 
I J He knows not what Thy will n 
But in Thine arms submissive lies, 

Leaving the future all to Thee : 
" Lord, if Thou wilt. Thou canst restore. 
This may we ask, but ask no more. 

But save me, or I perish, Lord 1 

This is the soul's confiding prayer, 
I know I have Thy plighted word. 

And never need in Thee despair ; 
Shelter me in Thy wounded side, 
I cannot, will not, be denied. 
My Saviour, how Thy tender heart 
Loves to be trusted by Thine dwi\', 
O what a Friend of friends Thou art, 
Ifwe but Jean on Thee a\oue-. 
A'o/jc- ever need afflicted be 
tVJio cast their care, O Chriat.on n 
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Speak but the word, and I am whole, 
Bid me draw nigh Thee, I am blest ; 

Save, only save my dying soul, 
I to Thy Love leave all the rest ; 

If Thou the precious jewel prize, 

I care not where the casket lies. 

Also Hymns 137 and 138. 

174 CtoentB^^iaieconi Suniag after lExinitQ. 

god's love. 

THROUGH all the changing scenes of life. 
In trouble and in joy. 
The praises of my God shall still 
My heart and tongue employ. 

Of His deliverance I will boast, 

Till all that are distrest. 
From my example comfort take. 

And charm their griefs to rest. 

O magnify the Lord with me, 

With me exalt His Name j 
When in distress to Him I calPd, 

He to my fescue came. 

The hosts of God encamp around 

The dwellings of the just, 
Deliverance He affords to all 

Who in His succour trust. 

O make but trial of His love. 

Experience will decide 
How blest they are, and oxA-^ Ocv^^ 
Who in His tmtli conMe. 

A /so H^mns \t>;s ^*^^ ^^*^ 
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^5 CtoetttB^fiiri S«niaD after HLxiniit* 

FOLLOWERS OF CHRIST. 

THE Son of God goes forth to war, 
A kingly crown to gain ; 
His blood-red banner streams afar, 
Who folio w-s in His train ? 

Who best can drink His cup of woe. 

Triumphant over pain, 
Who patient bears His cross below. 

He follows in His train. 

The martyr first, whose eagle eye 
Could pierce beyond the grave ; 

Who saw his Master in the sky, 
And calFd on Him to save : 

Like Him, with pardon on his tongue 

In midst of mortal^ain, 
He pra/d for them that did him wrong, 

Who follow in his train ? 

A glorious band, the chosen few 

On whom the Spirit came, 
Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew. 

And mock'd the cross and flame : 

They met the tyrant's brandished steel. 

The lion's gory mane, 
They bow^d their necks the death to feel ; 

Who follow in their train ? 

A noble army, men and bo;ys, 
The matron and the maid, 
4.round the Saviour's throive tep^c.^, 
In robes of light array'd; 
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They climb'd the steep ascent to heaven, 

Through peril, toil, alid pain ; 
O God ! to us may grace be giv*n 

To follow in their train. Amen. 

Also Hymns 145 and 146. 

76 CtoentB^ourtS SunJrap after JTrmitg. 

THE TOUCH OF FAITH. 

WHEN in the busy crowd of life 
Too often pressed and throng'd, 
And in their rude and selfish strife 
Both overlooked and wronged. ' 

How sweet to know Faith's lightest touch 

The watchful Saviour feels ; 
And healing, in reply to such, 

Into the suff'rer steals. 

Oft through the world we smoothly go. 

Hiding some secret care ; 
Our nearest, dearest, may not know 

Which God alone can share. 

We mingle with the busy throng. 

They pass unheeded by ; 
They bear us in their tide along. 

We commune with the sky. 

Saviour ! it is Thy people's bliss 

To feel Thy care for them ; 
And, while the crowd Thy mercy miss, 

To touch Thy garment s hem. 

Friends may mistake, or io^s vs\?!cvj '^\^^^ 

Thyself not seem to see \ 
One touch of Faith, VioweNex VvigcvV, 
Will find its way to T\vee. 
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And Thou wilt give, when sorrow -pleads, 

Good comfort to the soul, 
The healing it so sorely needs, 

The Faith, which makes it whole. 

Also Hymns 147 and 148. 

77 ?rtoentB'fiftj& SunJrag after JTrmits, 

THE END. 

A FEW more years shall roll, 
A few more seasons wane, 
And we shall be with those that rest 
Till Christ shall come again : 
Then, O my Lord ! prepare 
My soul for that great day, 
O wash me in Thy precious Blood, 
And take my sins away. 

A few more suns shall set 
O'er these dark hills of time, 
And we shall be where God Himself 
Lights all the glorious clime; 
Then, O my Lord ! prepare 
My soul for that bright day ; 
O wash me in Thy precious Blood, 
And take my sins away. 

A few more storms shall beat 
On this rude rocky shore, 
And we shall be where tempests cease 
And surges swell no more ; 
Then O, my Lord, ptep^x^ 
My soul for that calm da.^, 
O wash me in Thy precious B\Qod> 
And take my sins avja>f 
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A few more struggles here, 
A few more partings o'er, 
A few more toils, a few more tears, 
And we shall weep no more : 
Then O, my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that blest day, 
O wash me in Thy precious Blood, 

And take my sins away. \ 

Tis but a little while 
And He shall come again 
Who died that we might live, Who lives 
That we with Him may reign : 
Then O, my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that glad day, 
O wash me in Thy precious Blood, 
And take my sins away. 

Also Hymns 149 and 15a 

178 CJe ^teisientatum of (BStiisit in tfie 

Commonly called the Purification of S, Mary 

the Virgin, 

LORD, to Thy holy temple. 
Return, return again ; 
Come back, and fill with glory 
The hearts and ways of men. 
Not as a lowly infant. 

Unnoticed and unknown ; 
But in the Royal spletvdowt 
Oi Thine Eternal TYiTOne. 

O Thou, Whom we deVi^l Vcv^ 
T^liQ Messenger oi\ov^ \ 

15 
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Come to Thy temple quickly, 
From God's right hand above ; 

But who may bide Thy coming, 
Who hear Thy footstep's tread, 

Who stand, when Thou appearest, 
Thou Judge of quick and dead ? 

Send down Thy Dove before Thee, 

Till every heart, restored 
By His sweet breath, adore Thee, 

Their only God and Lord : 
And make our ofF'rings pleasant. 

As in the days of old. 
As in the former happy years, 

Of which our fathers told. 

Come back and fill Thy temple, 

Built up of human hearts ; 
With that abiding Presence, 

Which never more departs ; 
Come where the prostrate nations 

Before Thy feet ^hall fall. 
Come with Thy holy angels. 

Come back — the Lord of all. 

Amen 



179 W^z anntinciation tA tfie '^\z%u 

O SAVIOUR I TViou t\v\a ^^.-^ ei:^^^'" 
Thyself Incarnate ioi out ^^^> 
To share with us the griefe o^^^\^? 
Its watchings, weariness, ^nd sVcwe^. 
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Thou didst in flesh Thy self entomb, 
Abhorring not the Virgin's womb ; 
AU human life to soothe and save, 
Up from the cradle to the grave. 

Sweet Infant, on Thy mother's breast 
The Hope that makes our children blest ; 
O Holy Child, amid Thy play. 
Their bright companion day by day ; 

There's not an hour of life below, 
A want, a weakness, or a woe. 
In which, to help the human heart. 
Thou didst not bear Thyself a part. 

Thou, Who wast rich, becoming poor, 
To give us riches that endure ; 
Thou, Who wast high, becoming low. 
That we might to Thy stature grow. 

Thou God of heaven, by human birth 
A Man of sorrows upon earth. 
That we may draw our best relief. 
From Thy dear fellowship in grief ; 

Lowly to us, O Lord, as Thou 
In Thy humility dost bow ; 
So high our nature lift to Thine 
Till human things become divine ; 

And when the mortal would well vvv^ 
Forget his immortality, 
O let this festal day reptov^, 
Such wrong to Thine ItvcamaX^'V-^^^- 
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180 ail Samtjs' JBas. 

YE Saints — in blest communion, 
With Christ, — the Fount of love ; 
Ye who on earth are toiling, 

And ye who rest above : 
Unite to sing His praises, 

To glorify His grace, 
And worship Him, adoring 
The brightness of His face. 

Ye, who have pass'd the river. 

And enter'd into rest, 
Who now are safe for ever. 

In Paradise the blest ; 
Will not refuse to join us. 

Who, suffering with Him here. 
Yet love to sing His praises, 

Through many a sigh and tear. 

That throng above, how glorious ! 

Whom men bewail as dead. 
But who, o'er death victorious. 

Now live with Christ their Head ; 
Amid the alleluias 

Which swell their gentle mirth, 
They will not be forgetful 

Of those who weep on earth. 

With Abraham and Isaac 
What crowds ate seaXedx^ow % 

^ Note,— Sing, after one or mor« ot^^^^'^^J^rr^^ 
A« Special sSnfs Day ; concludmg jittVx \:t«. 

«nd at the end of the hymn. J?a«« **^' 
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With Jacob and the Patriarchs 
What hosts round Jesus bow. 

For them accept our praises, 
For us, O Lord, their prayer, 

Nor distant be the morning, 
When we shall meet them there. 

Si. ^nlitetD's Mas. 

WE praise Thee for St. Andrew, 
Who readily obey'd 
The calUng of his Saviour, 

Nor wilfully delay'd ; 
Thy guidance and Thy goodness, 

In all his life we trace. 

And for his soul's salvation, 

We magnify Thy grace. 

Sb. Ctiomas tfif apostle. 

THY very doubts, St. Thomas, 
We gratefully receive, 
They make more large the promise, 

To all whose hearts believe : 
The shadow resting on thee 

Thou dost not deem a slight, 
If it bring out the Saviour, 
In all His love more bright. 

S. SttpIjni'B JBap. 

PRAISE for the First of Martyrs, 
Whose suff 'rings, and wtiosfc^x^'^^x. 
So like His Master's sorrows, 
And last petition were -. 
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Praise for the Christ, seen standing. 
Beside His Father's throne, 

Pledge of the earnest pleading 
He offers for His own. 

PRAISE for those beams of brightness 
That on the Church do shine, 
Enlightened by Thy doctrine, 

Evangelist divine : 
Thy head upon His bosom. 

Whose heart is love's deep spring, 
The tend'rest consolation 
To Christ's beloved doth bring. 

W^t Innocente* Bag* 

FROM mouths of babes and sucklings 
Lord, Thou hast strength ordain'd. 
And infants in their patience 
Thy glory have maintained ; 
They teach us what the youngest. 

If to Thy guidance true, 
Can for Thy Name adventure, 
And in Thy keeping do. 

W^z (ttonbetj^ion of S* l^atiL 

THE churches of the Gentiles 
Before Thy footstool fall, 
And bless Thee for the preaching 
O/the Apostle Paul: 
His wonderful conversion 

In glad remembrance \vo\d, 
\nd offer on Thine altar 
Its fruits an hundred io\d. 
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THE lot that chose Matthias 
The Churches hope assures. 
Strong in her Lord's protection 

She patiently endures ; 
Preserved from false apostles 
By His unslumbering ^care, 
The garments of her priesthood 
He will keep clean and fair. 

S* Ittatfe'iJlBaB* 

LORD, for Thy Holy Gospel, 
And him, S. Mark, who taught 
Men with its heavenly doctrine, 
And souls to Jesus brought ; 
We praise and bless Thy goodness, 

And for Thy Church implore 
That, in Thy truth established, 
She may stand evermore. 

O SAVIOUR ! would we know Thee, 
The Way, the Truth, the Life, 
Vouchsafe us grace to follow 

Where Thou dost lead the strife : 
With thankfulness remembering 

The high and holy names 
Of thos^, pass'd on before us, 
S. Philip and S. James. 

S* ISamafias tfie Spoisitle: 

LORD, when the desolation 
Of sin on earth appears. 
The Son of Consolatioiv 
Thy Church's spml cYife^xs \ 
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When gifts Thou art bestowing. 

Let her not giftless be, 
Nor yet of grace to use them, 

So as to honour Thee. 

S* SJoJn ISaqptiisit'jsj Bag* 

FOR truth severe and holy, 
A life so simply pure, 
So bold, all danger braving, 

So patient to endure, — 
Found in Thine own Forerunner, 

Saviour, we Thee adore, 
Such love, Thy way preparing, 
Vouchsafe us evermore ! 

O SHEPHERD of the shepherds ! 
Who for the sheep didst bleed, 
And didst command men earnestly 

Thy flock on earth to feed : 
We praise Thee for S. Peter, 
His gifts of zeal and love, 
For, here his path of duty, 
Aiid there his rest above ! 

O CHRIST! in Whom believing, 
S. James refused to stay, 
Father and mother leaving, 
And all without dela-y •, 
We praise Thee for the ^Yadxv^^s 
With which, when TVvou do^x. c^. 
Thy saints their hearts sutretid^x, 
For Thee forsakiivg a\\. 
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S- tSartfjolometo tlje Apostle* 

FOR him, who, 'neath the fig-tree 
In quietness believed ; 
For him, who, by his Saviour 

Was joyfully received ; 
For him, who, Thine Apostle, 

Believed and preach'd Thy word. 
Loving what he believed, 
We praise Thy Name, O Lord. 

S* laattfteto tje apostle* 

FOR grace, the grace that loosen'd 
From custom's iron hold 
The heart of good S. Matthew, 
And saved from love of gold ; 
We praise God in the churches, 
And, poor though we may be, 
We know. Lord, we have riches. 
Unsearchable in Thee. 

Also Hymn 44. 

S- M\t%^z\ anir au aitfiete* 

FOR angels and archangels. 
Whose service round Thy throne 
Thy will to do here teaches, 

As it in heaven is done. 
We praise Thee, Lord, and pray Thee 

That, as they serve Thee, so 
They may on earth defend us, 
Thy suffering saints below. 

S- Hufte X^z iEbaitBelist 

FOR Luke, the good physician, 
Whose medicine was Thy word^ 
y^hose praise is in the GospA, 
We magnify Thee, Lord \ 
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And for the wholesome medicines 
Which, under Thy control, 

Heal sin's disease, we praise Thee, 
Physician of the soul. 

3b* Simon anir S* SJuire, SpoisstU^* 

BUILT on the sure foundation, 
How fair the Church hath grown, 
Apostles, prophets, teachers, 

Christ, the Head comer-stone. 
With unity cement it, 

Lord, let it be endued 
With love, like Thine Apostles 
S. Simon and S. Jude. 

FOR all Thy saints in heaven. 
For all Thy saints on earth. 
Elect in one communion, 

One in their second birth, 
We praise Thee, blessed Saviour, 

And pray for grace, that we 
May come to joys prepared 
Unspeakable in Thee. 

®lotta* 

To Thee, O mighty Father, 
To Thee, O blessed Son, 
To Thee, O Holy Spirit, 
Eternal Three in One ! 
All praise and adoration 

To Thee, Whom saiivts adore, 
From every clime aivd na\.\otv 
Arise for evermore. 

A /so Hymns 1 5> ^6, ^6, and \9^ 



YMNS FOR SPECIAL SERVIC 



I. 

LOVED by God the Father, 
Saved by God the Son, 
Led by God the Spirit, 

Blessed Three in One ! 
We the precious treasure 

Lay at merc/s door, 
Open, Lord, and take it, 
In for evermore. 

Dipt in holy water,* 

Emblem that within 
God the Spirit cleanseth 

From the stain of sin ; 
Buried into Jesus, 

With Him to arise. 
New created, breathing 

Life that never dies. 

Sign the suffering symbol 

On the sacred brow ; 
Bind the new-bom spirit 

With the holy vow ; 
God the Father owning 

Christ in man reveal'd. 
Now by God the Spirit 

Sanctified and seal'd. 



"Sanctify this water to the myst\caX yi«>:^vci^ w^vi 
fismai Service. 
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By the Grace of JesHs 

Through the Father's Love, 
And the sweet Communion 

Of the Holy Dove, 
God the Father pardon, 

God the Son restore, 
God the Spirit comfort. 

Now and evermore I 

Amen. 



182 ?goIs ISapttjsm. 

II. 

FOUNT of Life, whence, ever flowing, 
Streams of mercy round us move. 
Bliss beyond all bliss bestowing, 
Purest blessings from above ; 
We adore Thee, 
Fount of Life and Fount of Love ! 

In Thy living waters lavM 

Souls are cleansed from sinful stain ; 
With Thy great salvation sav^d. 

By the Spirit born again ; 
Thine for ever, 
Saviour of the souls of men ! 

Fount of Life, by earthly waters 

We Thy gracious promise claim. 
Wash therein our sons and da>3L^\.«t^ 
From primaeval sin and sYvame *, 
Breathing o'er tVvem 
Thy triune and mystic ISiaiael 
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Doubt we not the Saviour's promise, 

But most earnestly believe, 
What we offer He will from us 

In His arms of love receive ; 
And in safety 
Ever keep, and never leave. 

Praise to God the Father! praises 

To the Son, Who, from above, 
Came to dwell with us, and raise us 

On the pinions of the Dove, 
Higher, nigher, 
To the Fount of life and love. 



183 



AROUND the youthful soldiers 
Of Christ the Saviour King, 
Throng we with glad rejoicings, 

And as we joy we sing ; — 
Praise to the God Who loves them, 

The Christ, Whom they adore. 

The Spirit that now moves them, 

And seals them e' 



The flower of the army 

Of Christ is kneeling now 
Before His sacred Altar, 

His Cross on every brow ; 
That Cross, whose dews baptismal, 

First mark'd them with His love, 
Now waiting the renewii 

0/ the descending Dove. 



igO Tlie Parish Hymnal. 

Praise to the God Whose mercy 

First placed that symbol there ; 
And then through years of childhoot 

Preserved it fresh and fair ; 
To Him Whose love confirmeth 

The sign of grace to-day, 
Nor lets the dews of morning, 

In noontide fade away. 

Clothed in God's royal armour, 

The youthful warriors stand, 
Round every breast a buckler, 

A sword in every hand : 
On every brow a helmet. 

Salvation's hope divine ; 
Back from their jewelPd morions. 

The beams of morning shine. 

God shield them in their beauty, 

And keep them in their place. 
And gird their loins with duty, 

And fill their hearts with grace ; 
God give them a deliv'rance 

From all their ghostly foes ; 
And, when life's toil is over. 

Rest where His saints repose. 

Then round the youthful soldiers 

Of Christ, the Saviour King, 
Let us, with glad rejoicings. 
This happy morning sing ; 
Praise to the God, Who loves them. 

The Christ Whom tYvey a^oxe:. 
The Spirit, that now mwes l\vew\, 
-And seals them everrcvoxe. 
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[84 (Bonfi'rmartion* 

II. 

Penitential, 

MY head is low, my heart is sad, 
My feet with travel torn, 
Yet, O my Saviour ! Thou art glad, 

To see Thy child return ; 
It was Thy love that homeward led, 

Thine Arm that upward stay'd ; 
It is Thy Hand that on my head 
Is now in mercy laid. 

I feel the Presence of that Love, 

Which tells me I am dear ; 
Mine eyes, my heart, I lift above, 

And know that Thou art near : 
Thy gentle Voice hath never said 

One word that could upbraid ; 
I only feel upon my head, 

Thy Hand in mercy laid. 

Thy wounded Feet have sought me far, 

And on Thy wounded Brow 
I see that thorn-engraven scar. 

Made by my broken vow ; 
And that dear Hand, which for me bled, 

Stretch'd out to seek the stray'd ; 
It is that Hand which on my head 

Is now in mercy laid. 

O Saviour ! in this broVeiv V'^-axX. 

Confirm the tremblm^ v^V^, 
Which, longs to reacYi TYvee ^\vsx^ 'vws^ 
Rest in Thee and 'be slVVV \ 
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Within that Bosom which hath shed 
Both tears and blood for me, 

O let me hide this aching head. 
Once prest, and blest by Thee. 

There for my waiting soul abide, 

(Till Thou see fit to give,) 
Those precious things Thou dost provide, 

For such as in Thee live : 
Those fuller deeper draughts of bliss, 

Which the exhausted fill ; 
The ring, the robe, the feast, the kiss, 

They all await me still. 



$5 3%oIs ^atrtmons. 

I. 

THE voice that breathed o'er Eden, 
That earliest wedding-day. 
The primal marriage blessing. 
It hath not pass'd away. 

Still in the pure espousal 
Of Christian man and maid. 

The Holy Three are with us, 
The Three-fold grace is said ; 

For dower of blessed children. 
For love and faith's sweet sake, 

For high mysterious union. 
Which nought on earth may break. 

Be present, awful YaXYvet, 
To give away the Wide \ 
As Eve Thou gay's! to Kdwr^, 
Oct of his own pierced s\de. 
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Be present, Son of Mary, 

To join their loving hands, 
As Thou didst bind two natures 

In Thine eternal bands. 

Be present, holiest Spirit, 

To bless them as they kneel ; 
As Thou for Christ the Bridegroom, 

The Heavenly Spouse dost seal, 

O spread Thy pure wing o*er them, 

Let no ill pow'r find place. 
When onward to Thine Altar, 

The hallow'd path they trace ; 

To cast their crowns before Thee, 

In perfect sacrifice ; 
Till to the Home of gladness. 

With Christ's own Bride they rise. 



86 3^019 iStatnmons. 

II. 

OLOVE, divine and golden ! 
Mysterious depth and height ! 
To Thee the world beholden, 
Looks up for life and light ; 
O Love, divine and gentle ! 

The blesser and the blest ! 
Beneath Whose care parental, 
The world lies down in rest. 

The fields of eartYi adoie 1\vfc^, 
Th^ forests sing T\v:y pt^\s^. 
All living things befoie T\v^e, 
Their holiest anthems T^\se \ 

o 
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Thou art the joy of gladness, 

The Life of life Thou art. 
The dew of gentle sadness 

That droppeth on the heart. 

O Love divine and tender. 

That through our homes dost move, 
Veil'd in the soften'd splendour 

Of holy household love : 
A throne without Thy blessing. 

Were labour without rest ; 
And cottages possessing 

Thy blessedness, are blest. 

The happy homes of England 

In Thee, O Love, rejoice ; 
Their peace is in Thy Presence, 

Their gladness in Thy Voice : 
Good is God*s holy pleasure 

When, through His bounty, comes 
In overflowing measure, 

That gladness to our homes. 

God bless the hands united, 

God bless the hearts made one ; 
Unsever'd and unblighted. 

May they, through life, go on : 
Here, in earth's home, preparing 

For the bright Home above; 
And there, for ever sharing 

Its joy, where " God is love.'' 

Amen. 
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I. 

FOR life, that at its highest noon 
Felt the sharp chill of ev'ning^s breath, 
And, at its brightest, all too soon 

Drew near unto the shades of death ; 
But yet was by Thy love restored, 
We thank Thee, Thou life-saving Lord ! 

And for a soul immortal, given 
The sweetness of life's cup to be ; 

To be trained up, on earth, for heaven, 
A precious loan of love from Thee : 

And then, whene'er Thou wilt, restored ; 

We thank Thee, Thou life-giving Lord ! 

For the dear ties of holy love. 
The purest joys on earth we know. 

That fit us for the Home above. 
By their sweet use of home below : 

Life's dearest duties, best reward. 

We thank Thee, Thou love-giving Lord ! 

For her who, though she brought us sin. 
Brought us the God Incarnate too ; 

For her, whose love does more to win. 
Than all the world does to undo — 

Woman, — the help Thou dost afford 

To fallen man, — ^we thank Thee, Lord ! 

Yet poor to Thee the sweetest praise 

That only lips and voices pour •, 
True thoughts, pure YveaiVs, ^tAVcJ^ ^•sc^'v 

It is with these we lausX. 2l.^o\^ *. 
Thine own good gifts to T\vee x^sVcst^i 
Best thanks to o\ir grace-^wVcv^'^^"^^' 
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188 ai$urc$mg of WSitmm. 

II. 

BE with us, Saviour, on this happy day, 
As Thou wast with us through long nights of 
care ; 
Best Friend in sorrow, through our gladness stay, 
And let our praise be fervent as our prayer. 

Back, through Thy love, back from the gates of death, 
Where in the midst of life we sudden stood ; 

Brought back in peace, health's first pure grateful 
breath 
We offer unto Thee, for Thou art good. 

Life's sky unclouded, suddenly o'ercast ; 

Life's cup filled brimful, ready to run o'er ; 
The clouds, unbroken, into sunshine pass'd, 

The cup still safe, though fuller than before. 

Another life in the bright bundle bound, 
Another centre where affections meet ; 

The very fears, that trembled o'er it, found 
To make, by contrast, sweetest joys more sweet. 

Home made more home-like, heaven itself more near, 

A purer motive, and a higher aim ; 
Earth's cherish'd gifts made more divinely dear ; 

The saved held safer in the Saviour's Name. 

O Virgin-bom, by the pure joy that stole 
On Thy young Mother's spirit from above, 

When the diviner worship of her soul 
M'lxt with the human passion of her love ; 

By all the trembling tendextves^ ol \.^^x^. 
By all the bursting hopduYtvt^s ol \q^ , 
Vith which she watch'd TYiy it^\v ^^^f^^^^.-^^*^^ 
The perfect Godhead mt\ie ^tov^vtv^^^^ , 
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ity our frailty, our devotion bless, 

Our human Friend and heav'nly Succour be, 
' sanctify our household happiness. 

And stoop to hear pur Household Hymn to Thee ! 



8g ^uttal oC t|ie mats. 

WHEN our heads are boVd with woe, 
When our bitter tears o'erflow. 
When we mourn the lost, the dear, 
Jesu, Son of Mary, hear 1 
Thou our throbbing flesh hast worn, 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne, 
Thou hast shed the human tear, 
Jesu, Son of Mary, hear ! 
When the solemn death-bell tolls, 
For our own departing souls ; 
When our final doom is near, 
Jesu, Son of Mary, hear ! 
Thou hast bow'd the dying head, 
Thou the blood of life hast shed ; 
Thou hast fill'd a mortal bier, 
Jesu, Son of Mary, hear ! 
When the heart is sad within. 
With the thought of all its sin ; 
When the spirit shrinks with fear, 
Jesu, Son of Mary, hear I 
Thou the scorn and shame hast known, 
Though the sins were not Thine own ; 
O how much Thy griefs endear, 
Jesu, Son of Mary, heat \ 
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I go iSurtal of tfie ISea^i. 

II. 

LAY the precious body 
In the quiet grave ; 
'Tis the Lord hath taken, 

'Twas the Lord that gave : 
Till the resurrection, 

Lay the treasure by, 
It will then awaken, 
And go up on high. 

Thence to God's own altar 

Let us rise and go. 
Nothing like its comfort 

In the hour of woe : 
There is blest communion 

With the saints above, 
Thence they feel the passion 

Of our holy love. 

If we would draw nearer 

To them in their rest, 
And their perfect blessing 

Make more purely blest : 
They alone perceive us, 

Know that we are near. 
Through the Sacred Body 

Of our Saviour dear. 

Through that bond of union 

Felt above, below, 
Mutual communion, 
They and we ma^ \Ltvo^ \ 
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Joy to us in sorrow, 
If their joy we share ; 

Rest to them more restful, 
If they feel us there. 

Farewell, blessed body, 

Till the mom arise; 
Welcome, happy spirit, 

Into Paradise: 
No more work or weeping, 

Gone for ever home ; 
In Christ's holy keeping 

Rest, until He come. 

Here the casket lieth, 

Waiting for repair ; 
There doth Christ the jewel 

Ii> His bosom wear : 
Wait a little season. 

And in Him shall be 
Both again united 

Through eternity ! 
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iSunal of V^t Beatr. 



O 



III. 

,UR Saviour dear. 
Though we dwell here, 
And far away, beyond the skies, 
Our loved ones blest, 
In happy rest, 
Dwell with Thee xYvci^ va.^^x'a.^^^ 

Yet if in T\iee 
Our lives sYiaW "be 
Holy and gentle 2X\. ova ^^^^ 
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We know our prayer 
Shall reach Thee there, 
And mingle with our lov*d ones' praise. 

Enwove with Thine 

Our lives entwine, 
In Thee, O Christ ! we still are one ; 

If through Thy love. 

As there above. 
Here upon earth Thy will be done. 

Give grace, more grace 

To seek Thy face, 
That they and we may ever be, 

O Saviour dear, 

Though parted here. 
An undivided family. 

Amen. 

Also Hymns 52, 55, 56, 123, 129, 130 and 15 



192 lEmfier ISas^. 

I. 

LORD of the living harvest 
That whitens o'er the plain, 
Where angels soon shall gather 

Their sheaves of golden grain : 
Accept fresh hands to labour. 

Fresh hearts to trust and love. 
And deign with them to hasten 
Thy kingdom from above. 

As labourers in TY\v vmevaxd. 

Send them out, Chf\st,\o'be\ 
Content to bear the burden 
0{ weary, days f ot TViet •, 
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Content to ask no wages, 
When Thou shalt call them home, 

But to'have shared the travail 
That makes Thy kingdom come. 

Breathe on them, Holy Spirit ; 

Illumine with Thy light ; 
Clothe them in spotless raiment, 

In linen clean and white ; 
Be with them at Thine Altar, 

When they before it stand, 
To sanctify Thy people 

Through all this Christian land. 

Be with them, God the Father, 

Be with them, God the Son, 
Be with them, God the Spirit, 

Eternal Three in One ! 
Make them a royal priesthood. 

Thee rightly to adore, 
And fill them Avith Thy fulness, 

Now and for evermore. 

Amen. 

II. 

COME Holy Ghost, our souls inspire. 
And Hghten with celestial fire. 

Thou the anointing Spirit art 

Who dost Thy seven-fold gifts impart. 

Thy blessed unclion Ixota ^JJaoN^ 
• Is comfort, life, and fvie oI\on^. 

Enable with perpet\ia\\\^X. 

The dulness of our 'bVm^^^ s^^"^- 
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Anoint and cheer our soilM face 
With the abundance of Thy grace ; 

Keep far our foes, give peace at home, 
Where Thou art guide, no ill can come. 

Teach us to know the Father, Son, 
And Thee, of both, to be but One ; 

That through the ages all along 
This may be our endless song ; — 

Praise to Thine eternal merit, 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. 

Amen. 



94 iSogatton ISas^. 

I. 

SING to the Lord of Bounty, 
Sing songs of love and praise ; 
With joyful hearts and voices 

Your alleluias raise : 
By Him the rolling seasons 

In fruitful order move. 
For seed-time and for harvest, 
Sing songs of happy love. 
Sing to the Lord of Bounty, &c. 

By Him the clouds drop fatness. 
The deserts bloom and spring. 
The hills leap up in gladness. 

The valleys laugh and sing ; 
He fiJIeth with His fultvess 

All things with large mcT^^s^, 
He crowns the year w\t>\ goo^xves^. 

With plenty and wt>^ P^^'^^v^ s^^ 
Sins to the Lord oi ^omtvX>j, ^c. 
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Low at His holy altar < 

Thai goodness we adore. 
Which crowns the fniitful seed-time 

With autumn's golden store ; 
With hearts laid down before Him 

We at His footstool fall ; 
And with our lives adore Him, 

Who is the Life of all. 

Sing to the Lord of Bounty, &c. 
To God, the gracious Father, 

In Whom we live and move, 
To Christ, the dear Redeemer, 

Whose Life in us is Love : 
And to the Holy Spirit, 

Who doth upon us pour 
His blessed dews and sunshine. 

Be praise for evermore. 

Smg to the Lord of Bounty, &c. 

)5 ISosation JBasa. 

II, 

PRAISE to God, immortal praise. 
For the love thai crowns our days ; 
Bounteous source of every joy. 
Let Thy prmse our tongues employ ; 
For the blessings of the field, 
For the stores the gardens yield. 
For the vine's reviving juice. 
For the gen'rous olive's use. 
Flocks that whiten all the plain. 
Yellow sheaves of ripen'd grain, 
Clouds that drop thevr Satf tvvw^ 6k«^, 
Suns that temperate wamHii &a\«ft.., 
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All that Spring with open hand, 
Scatters o'er the smiling land, 
All that liberal Autumn pours 
From her over-flowing stores ; 

These to Thee, our God, we owe. 
Thee from Whom all blessings flow ; 
And for these our souls would raise, 
Grateful vows and solenm praise. 

Yet should storm or tempest sear 
Tender bud and rip'ning ear. 
Should the fig-tree's blighted shoot 
Drop her green untimely fruit ; 

Should the vine put forth no more. 
Nor the olive yield her store. 
Should the flocks in sickness fall 
And the herds forsake the stall ; 

Should Thine alter'd Hand restrain 
The early and the latter rain ; 
Blast each bursting bud of joy. 
And the opening year destroy ; — 

Yet to Thee our souls shall raise 
Grateful vows and solenm praise ; 
And, when all Thy gifts are gone, 
Love Thee for Thyself alone. 

Also Hymns 139, 140. 

96 ?^arbeja;t» 

1. 

PRAISE, praise omt OcA ^xA Yat^'^ 
Hymns of adoratioiv ^Vcv^r^ 
For His mercies st\\\ etv^vat, 
£ver faithful, ever sure. 
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Praise Him that He made the sun, 
Day \yf day his course to run. 
For His mercies still endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

And the silver moon by night. 
Shining with her gentle light. 

For His mercies still endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

Praise Him that He gave the rain 
To mature the swelling grain. 

For His mercies still endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

And hath bid the fruitful field, 
Crops of precious increase yield. 
For His mercies still endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

Praise Him for our harvest-store. 
He hath filled the gamer floor. 
For His mercies still endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

And for richer food than this. 
Pledge of everlasting bliss ; 

For His mercies still endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

Glory to our Bounteous King, 

Glory let creation sing ; 

Glory to the Father, Son, 
And blest Spirit, Three in One. 
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II. 

EARTH below is teeming, 
Heaven is bright above, 
Every brow is beaming, 

In the light of love : 
Every eye rejoices. 

Every thought is praise, 
Happy hearts and voices 
Gladden nights and days : 
O Almighty Giver, 

Bountiful and free. 
As the joy in harvest, 
Joy we before Thee. 

Every youth and maiden, 

On the harvest plain, 
Round the waggons, laden 
With their golden grain ; 
Swell the happy chorus 

On the evening air. 
Unto Him, Who o'er us. 
Bends with constant care : 
O Almighty Giver, 

Bountiful and free. 
As the joy in harvest, 
Joy they before Thee. 

For the sun and showers. 
For the rain and dew, 

For the happy Yvouts, 

Spring and Summex Vwew •, 
For the golden Ueasme 

Found in Aututnw's stores, 
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Brought in boundless n 

Teeming to our doors ; 

O Almighty Giver, 

Bountiful and free. 
As the joy in harvest, 
Joy we before Thee. 
Earth's broad harvest whitens 

'Neath the golden ray 
Of a Sun, that lightens 

To Eternal Day : 
Send out labourers. Father, 

Where fields ripening wave, 
And the nations gather. 
Gather in, and save ; 
O, Almighty Giver, 

Bountiful and free, 

Then as joy in harvest, 

WeshaUjoyinThee. 



FROM Greenland's icy mountains, 
From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand. 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 
What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle, 
Though every prospeci. p\east?.. 

And man alor\e \s v"\\e -. 
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In vain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are strown, 

The heathen in his blindness 
Bows down to wood and stone. 

Can we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Can we to man benighted 

The lamp of life deny? 
Salvation ! O salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learnt Messiah's name. 

Waft, waft, ye winds, His story. 

And you, ye waters, roll. 
Till, like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole : 
Till o'er our ransom'd nature 

The Lamb, for sinners slain. 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 



igg §Si\m\m%. 

II. 

How long, O Lord ! Holy and Tru€ 
Shall they, who work for Thee ma 
Unmoved by Thy preventing grace, 
Stand idle in the market-place ? 
The fields, the fields of living men 
Are whitening unto harvest ; when. 
Lord of the harvest I shall we see 
Them full of labourers ioi T\v^e\ 
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In savage climes, through heathen lands, 
O'er frozen shores, on burning sands. 
Holding their Master's Cross on high, 
For Him to hve, to work, to die, 
How few are they, who boldly brave 
Life's dangers, dying souls to save : 
How many they, who self to please, 
Are living here at home at ease. 

For us our Lord and Master left 
His Home, of all its brightness reft, 
To teach us truth, and at the cost 
Of life, to seek and save the lost 
Had He but told us of His love. 
With no self-sacrifice to prove 
His earnest longing to restore. 
We had been lost for evermore. 

Shall we. His saved and sanctified. 
In whom He lives, for whom He died, 
The creatures of His sovereign grace. 
Stand idle in the market-place ? 
Or take the pound His love bestowed 
To be tenfold increased for God, 
And let it dead and buried lie. 
Wrapt up in sloth and luxury ? 

How long, O Lord ! Holy and True 1 
Return, regenerate, renew 
Thy Church, until Thy reapers come 
To bear the happy harvest home : 
Fields, living fields of dying men 
Are whitening unto harvest, v^Vvfcxv^ 
Lord of the harvest \ s\v^\V -w^ %^^ 
Them full of laboxireTS iox 'Wefc^ 

A /so Hymns ^1,9^, <^^^^ ^^"' 

p 
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200 (itj^urct iSutllitng* 

I. /^ H RI ST is the Foundation 
V^ Of the House we raise, 
Be its walls salvation, 

And its gateways praise ! 
May its threshold lowly 

To the Lord be dear, 
May the hearts be holy 

That shall worship here. 

On the Rock of Ages 

Resting broad and deep, 
When life's tempest rages 

Here let passions sleep : 
Here may prayers and praises 

Never cease to rise. 
Till, through Christ, they raise us 

Nearer to the skies. 



II. Here may infants lavM 

In the sacred tide. 
Washed and cleansed and sav^d, 

Live to Him who died ! 
Here may children, praying 

In the Holy Place, 
Find, through hands conveying, 

God's Confirming Grace ! 

Here may Life the beauty 
Of its brightness prove, 
With the bands of duty 
Binding " holy love : '' 
Here may Deal\v tYve s2LdTve."s»?» 

Of each loosened xie. 
Lay down for the ^Yadiv^iss 
Of a Home on high- 
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Here in mercy given 

To supply their need, 
On the Bread of heaven 

May the faithful feed : 
Where Life-Blood is bursting 

From th' Eternal Vine, 
Here may spirits thirsting 

Drink immortal wine. 

Here may ceaseless pleadings 

From Christ's Altar rise, 
Through the intercedings 

Of His Sacrifice : 
Priests in service lowly 

OfFVing here the prayer, 
That in " The Most Holy" 

Ever rises there. 



Here the vow be seal6d, 

By Thy Spirit, Lord, 
Here the sick be healed. 

And the lost restored : 
Here the broken-hearted 

Find forgiveness free. 
Here the long-departed 

Be restored to Thee ! 

Holy vigil keeping 

At the Saviour's feet. 
Here in watch and weeping 

May the wanderers meet : 
Where God's Word recordeth 

How, with large increase, 
Jesus Christ rewatdeOcv 

Penitence with pe^ice. 

Here may souls adoT\tv% 
Bow witli one accord. 
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Precious gifts outpouring 
Freely to the Lord : 

Ready, if He ask it, 
At His feet to break 

Even life's fair casket 
Gladly for His sake. 

Here may faith attending 

Find fruition fair. 
Here may spirits bending. 

Breathe the breath of prayer 
Here may holy gladness 

Fill the waiting heart, 
Until sin and sadness 

Evermore depart. 

Here may every token 

Of Thy Presence be. 
Here may chains be broken 

Prisoners set free : 
Here may light illumine 

Every soul of Thine, 
Lifting up the human 

Into the divine ! 



V. [* Henceforth no more doublings 

Dreads or dull delays. 
Lay the stone with shoutings ! 

Lift the gates with praise ! 
Hands through God's bestowing, 

With oblations filPd, 
Hearts with faith overflowing, 

" Let us rise and b\\\\d."'\ 



' This verse to be sun- at the \ayvng oi Youtv^^nXv 
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VI. Praise to God the Father ! 

God the Saviour Son ! 
God the Holy Spirit ! 

Mighty Three in One ! 
Let the whole creation 

At His footstool fall, 
And in adoration 

Own Him Lord of all ! 



Amen, 



01 ©ffertorg I^Bmn* 

T T OLY offerings rich and rare, 

Xx Offerings of praise and prayer ! 

Purer life and purpose high, 

Clasped hands and lifted eye, 

Lowly acts of adoration. 

To the God of our salvation ; 

On His altar laid we leave them, 

Christ present them — God receive them. ' 



Promises in sorrow made, 

Left, alas ! too long unpaid ; 

Fervent wishes, earnest thought. 

Never into action wrought ; 

Long withheld, we now restore them, 

On Thy holy altar pour them. 

There in trembling faith to leave them, 

Christ present them — God receive them. 

Vows and longings, hopes and fears, 
Broken-hearted sighs and tears, 
Dreams of what we yet nv\^\vX.\i^ 
Could we cYm% more close t.o T\v^^> 
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That, despite of faults and failings. 
Help Thy grace in its prevailings — 
On Thine altar laid we leave them, 
Christ present them — God receive them. 

Pleasant food and garb of pride 

Put for conscience' sake aside. 

Lawful luxury foregone 

To reUeve some little one. 

Loved of Christ, by Him befriended, 

And for His dear love attended. 

On Thine altar laid we leave them, 

Christ present them — God receive them. 

III. Sinful thoughts and wilful ways. 
Love of self and human praise. 
Pride of life and lust of eye. 
Worldly pomp and vanity ; 
Faults that let and will not leave us. 
Though their staying sorely grieve us, 
Help, O help us to outlive them, 
Christ atone for — God forgive them. 

Loveless life and joyless mood. 
Chill of cold ingratitude ; 
When the world doth Christ betray 
Following too far away ; 
Sins which in His daily trial 
Tempt too often to denial ; 
Help, O help us to outlive them, 
Christ atone for — God forgive them. 

IV, Brigh ter joys and tender er Xtaxs, 
Fonder faith, more faitMuV ieaxs. 
Lowlier penitence for sin, 
More of Christ our souls wvuivn •. 
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Love which, when its life was newer, 
Burnt within us, deeper, truer ; 
Lost too long,— while we deplore them, 
Jesus plead for — God restore them. 

Beamings of the gentle Face, 
Overflowing gifts of grace ; 
More of that deep consciousness 
Of a changeless will to bless, 
Which bestows the best assurance 
Of eternal Love's endurance ; 
Lost too often, — ^we deplore them, 
Jesus plead for — God restore them. 



Homage of each humble heart. 

Ere we from Thy House depart ; 

Worship fervent, deep and high. 

Adoration! ecstasy! 

All that childlike love can render 

Of devotion true and tender ; 

On Thine altar laid we leave them, 

Christ present them — God receive them. 

To the Father, and the Son, 

And the Spirit, Three in One ! 

Though our mortal weakness raise 

Offerings of imperfect praise. 

Yet, with hearts bow'd down most lowly. 

Crying, Holy ! holy ! holy ! 

On Thine altar laid we leave them, 

Christ present them— God receive them. 
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I. 

Y Love is like a Rose 
Whose rich perfume 
Through all the garden flows. 
And in His bloom 
111 deck myself, when I would glorious b 
Fit to sit down, and feast, my God, with ' 

My Love is like a Lily 

In the vale. 
And when the night is stilly. 
And the gale 
Is soft and fresh, He doth upon it move 
And comes to me, and voiceless whispers 

My Love is like a Vine 
Beneath whose shade 
This weary heart of mine, 
(In quiet laid,) 
Finds soft repose, and, for its life divine, 
From juicy clusters drinks immortal wine 

Such is my glorious Love ; 

Divinely fair ! 
All other loves above 
Beyond compare : 
And all my life and soul to Him I owe, 
He in His tender greatness loves me so. 

And with Him I will talk 

And never tire, 
And near Him 1 vjVVV waXV, 
And my desire 
ShaU be to Him, and all His love Xo xtv 
SJjaU be the crown of my felicity. 
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O Love divinely sweet, 

In Thee I live, 
In Thee all blessings meet 
Which heaven can give : 
/ho wants Thee all wants, though untold his si 
/ho has Thee lives to God for e' 
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n, 

OFOOD r the pilgrim needeth, 
O Bread ! which angels feedeth, 
O Manna from above ! 
The souls that hunger, feed Thou, 
The hearts that seek Thee, lead Thou, 
With Thy sweet grace of Love. 

O Fount of Love redeeming ! 

O River, ever streaming 

From Jesus' holy side ! 
Come Thou, Thyself bestowing 
On thirsty souls, and flowing 

Till all are satisfied. 

Jesu ! this feast receiving, 
Thy Word of Truth believing. 

We Thee unseen adore : 
Grant, when the veil is rended, 
That we, to heaven ascended. 

May see Thee evermore. 
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III. 

AT God's holy table 
Christian souls adore, 
While into the chalice 

Wine the, priest doth pour : 
Then the Word is spoken, 

And the sacred flood 
Is, to hearts believing, 
Christ's most precious Blood. 

Mystery of wonder ! 

How, and when, and where ? 
Raise not, reckless reason, 

Rude disputings there : 
Bow the head, adoring. 

Do thine humble part, 
And Christ's precious Life- Blood 

Drink into the heart. 

Without teeming wine-press. 

Without grape or vine, 
The Almighty Maker 

Made the water wine : 
So His Word creative. 

Felt, not understood, 
Makes, for hearts believing. 

Wine most precious Blood. 

Drink, my souW dntvV. dt^^Vj 

Of th* immortal mtve *. 
Pressed from t\ve ricYi c\u^vexs, 
Oi the Living Vme •, 
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If, to heal the nations, 

Its fair leaves excel, 
O, what wondrous virtue 

In Its Blood must dwell ! 

Drink, my soul ! and, grateful, 

Live from day to day 
On its life, — pursuing 

Still thine upward way : 
Here its rich refreshment 

Will with strength endue ; 
One day, in the kingdom. 

Thou shalt drink it new. 



IV. 

LORD, when at Thy Holy Table, 
We adore Thy Presence, raise 
Every heart (for Thou art able) 

On the wings of prayer and praise. 
Strengthen, with the heavenly food 
Of Thy Body and Thy Blood, 
All who, feeble though they be. 
Come in faith to feed on Thee. 

Where the Bread of life is broken, 

Glorious is the holy place ; 
Where the Word of life is spoken, 

Sweet Thy reconcilM fa.c^ V 
LoY^^ and life, aiidiaL\\X\,^xA\f«^«i^'t> 
Find their deep teiiew^ Oaex^, 
All we are, or hope to \ife, ^ 

There we get, and ^vv^ to 'Wnr-^ ^ 
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Mystery of awful wonder ! . 

Thou, the mighty God, art there, 
Clothed, not in Thy robes of thunder 

But in love divinely fair : 
Thy Incarnate Presence such. 
That the more, by faith, we touch, 
We the purer blessings prove, 
Higher joy, and deeper love. 

Awful Presence ! ever filling. 
As Thou dost, immensity ; 
Yet, in all Thy greatness, willing 

Man's Eternal Life to be. 
O the fulness of the bliss 
We may know through love like this 
O the rich and precious store, 
Joy vouchsafed us evermore ! 
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V. 

WE do not, Lord, presume 
At Thy dread board to wait, 
Trusting in our own righteousness, 
But in Thy mercies great. 

Crumbs from Thy table dropt 
We have no right to claim, 

But always to have mercy, Lord, 
Is Thine, Thou still the same. 

O grant us so to eat 
The Flesh of Thy dear .'^Q^,^ 
And so to drink His piecioM?. ^\oc 
That He, with us made oxve, 
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May with His Body cleanse, 

And with His Blood restore 
Our souk and bodies, He in us, 

We in Him, evermore. 

Amen. 
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VI. 

DEAR Body of my Lord, 
Given in love for me, 
Preserve my body and my soul, 

Thine everlastingly. 
I kneel, I take, I eat. 

In mem'ry of His death. 
Upon Whom, in my heart, I feed. 
With thanksgiving by faith. 

Blood of my Saviour Christ, 

So freely shed for me. 
Preserve my body and my soul, 

Their Life Eternal be. 
With thankful heart I drink 

In mem'ry of that Blood, 
Shed for my soul, to reconcile 

Its wayward will to God. 



08 il^ols (Sommunton. 

VII. 

JESU, gentlest. S2LM\o\rt\ 
God of m^s'^t axv^ ^cyw^x.j 
Thou Thyself ait dvj^Wvcv'?, 
In us at this \\ow^. 
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Nature cannot hold Thee, 
Heaven is all too strait, 

For Thine endless glory. 
And Thy royal state. 

Out beyond the shining 
Of the furthest star, 

Thou art ever stretching 
Infinitely far. 

Yet the hearts of children 
Hold what worlds cannot, 

And the God of wonders 
Loves the lowly spot. 

Jesu I gentlest Saviour, 
Thou art in us now ; 

Low in adoration 
At Thy feet we bow. 

Pray the prayer within us 
That to heaven shall rise, 

Sing the song that angels 
Sing above the skies. 

Multiply our graces, 
Chiefly love and fear. 

And, dear Lord, the chiefest, 
Grace to persevere. 

O ! how can we thank Thee 
For a gift like this ; 

Gift, that truly maketh 
Heaven's eternal bliss. 

Ah ! when wi\t T\vou aXvi^c^s 
Make our \vearts TYvv \vome 

We must wait for Yveavexv, 
Then that day sYvaW come 
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VIII. 
PenitentiaL 

VEARY and sad, a wanderer from Thee, 
By grief heart-broken, and by sin defiled ; 
what a joy in sorrow 'tis to be 
Conscious that I am still, O God ! Thy child. 

rain'd were the cords of love by my sad will, 
I would have broke them had I had my way, 
It, Lord ! it was Thy love, not mine, that still 
Held my heart back, mytott'ring steps did stay. 

id now the crumbs that from Thy table fall 
Are all I ask, more than is meet for me ; 
it kiss, and banquet, ring, and robe, are all 
Waiting me. Father, in my home with Thee. 

ick to the door, which ever open lay ; 
Back to the table, where the feast still stood ; 
ick to the heart which never, night or day, 
Forgat me in my most forgetful mood : 

rawn by Thy love, that found me when a child. 
And never for a moment let me go ; 
ill, still Thine own, though soiled and sin defiled, 
I come, and Thou wilt make me clean, I know. 

'ash me, I shall be clean ; then let me kneel 
Low at Thine altar. Thine adoring guest : 
tiy Life my life, Its inner pulse to feel 
Peace to my soul, to its heart-throbbings rest. 

be smallest crumb that iaWsiiOTJxIV^ ^x^-2^^\iK5«x^^ 
Ransom of worlds, w\\\cYvvjox\^s cwiN.^xsfc^^^'^^ 
opt in my heart, feeds t\vat ^^^"^^^^^^-^^ C^^-a^ 
vhich, when Thou gwest, xvoxve toscj N-'a-^ 
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There feed me with Thyself, until I grow 
Into the stature of the life divine ; 

My right to plead, my privilege to know. 
That Christ is God's, and I, O Christ ! am T 

Feed me, and set me up upon the Rock 
Higher than I, my shelter and my stay 

Against the rudest winter-tempest's shock, 
Against the fiercest sultry summer's day. 

Thus let my life in ceaseless progress move, 
On into deeper knowledge, Lord, of Thee, 

The length, the breadth, the height, the depth of \ 
That first could care for, then did stoop to i 

Am 

Also Hymns 31, 93, 105, 119, 135, 149, and '4 



LITANY HYMNS. 
I. 

210 iLitattB of iLife. 

LABOURING, and heavy-laden. 
Wanting help in time of need. 
Fainting by the way from hunger. 
Bread of Life, on Thee we feed. 

Thirsting for the springs oi vj^xet?* 
That, by Love's etemaWaw, 
From the stricken RocV axe ?^o>N\^Ni, 
Well of Life, from TYvee ^e d^^v^ . 
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Driven out from happy Eden, 
Far from home and shelter stra/d, 
Toss'd with tempest, faint from sunshine. 
Tree of Life, we seek Thy shade. 

In the land of cloud and shadow, 
Where no human eye can see, 
Light to those who sit in darkness, 
Light of Life, we walk in Thee. 

Strangers upon earth, and pilgrims. 
Wearied with the world, and weak, 
By life's many ways bewilder'd. 
Path of Life, for Thee we seek. 

Vex'd with passion's hateful bondage. 
Longing, struggling to be free. 
Where Thy loving banner leads us. 
Prince of Life, we follow Thee. 

Sick of sense's vain deceivings 
Crumbling round us into dust, 
Strong alone in Faith's believings, 
Word of Life, in Thee we trust. 

Thou the grace of life supplying. 
Thou the crown of life wilt give, 
Dead to sin, and daily dying. 
Life of Life, in Thee we live. 

Amen. 

IL 

II Eitang Of l^cbe^ 

GOiy the FatT[ier,\ieax^Tv!^^x^<5fcs.\ 
God the Son, m.^ S^N\o>xi\ifc\ 
God the Holy Spirit, coTJ\iox\.\ 

Triune God \ dfc\\Nex\xv^ 
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Not my sins, O Lord, remember, 
Nor Thine own avenger be ; 
But for Thy great tender mercies, 
Saviour God ! deliver me. 

By Thy holy Incarnation, 

By its awful Mystery, 

By Thy Birth and Circumcision, 

Saviour God ! deliver me. 

By Thy Baptism in Jordan, 
When the Dove came down on Thee ; 
By Thy Fasting and Temptation, 
Saviour God ! deliver me. 

By Thy Cross, and by Thy Passion, 
Bloody Sweat and Agony ; 
By Thy precious Death and Burial, 
Saviour God ! deliver me. 

By Thy glorious Resurrection, 
Thine Ascent to be my plea ; 
By the Holy Spirit's coming, 

Saviour God ! deliver me. 

In all time of tribulation, 
In the world's prosperity, 
At my death, and in Thy judgment, 
Saviour God ! deliver me. 

Amen. 



III. 

MY Sim have taken sudi 3LTv\vo\A^atvmi 
/ am not able to looV up ^^ ^^^X 
I^oTd, I repent ! accept mv v^^^ ^^ 
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But Thou hast taken all my sin away, 
And I in Thee dare now look up and pray ; 
Lord, I believe ! help Thou mine unbelief. 

Of nights unhallow'd, and of sinful days, 
Of careless thoughts, and words, and works, and 
ways ; 
Lord, I repent t accept my tears and grief ; 

And in the Life which doth within me live. 
And the Forgiveness which can all forgive ; 
Lord, I believe \ help Thou mine unbelief. 

Of selfishness, which makes the soul unjust. 
Envy and strife, and every sinful lust ; 

Lord, I repent \ accept my tears and grief : 

And in the Blood, which doth my pardon plead ; 
The Truth and Love, which for me intercede ; 
Lord, I believe ! help Thou mine unbelief. 

Of sins, that as a cloud have hid Thy face. 
Of Thy care slighted, and Thy grieved grace ; 
Lord, I repent ! accept my tears and grief : 

In Love, which puts sin's envious veil aside, 
Rending the Veil of flesh which for me died ; 
Lord, I bdieve I help Thou mine unbelief. 

Sin is my sorrow, passion is my pain. 
To Thee their vileness — and in me their stain ; 
Lord, I repent ! accept my tears and grief. 

Christ is my joy, and out oi a5X ^\s\x^ss» 
He doth deliver with His ^\^\ao>3ss^'^^ \ .. . 
Lord, I believe \ he\p T\io>3i mvjve ^^^^ 
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IV. 

213 Uitana of t^e iPaggicn* No. i. 

I. "piTY on us, Heavenly Father, 
X For the love of Jesus take. 
And, with Thine own Holy Spirit, • 
Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

II. By the lowly cradle manger. 
Over which the angels spake, 
Songs of peace, and words of wonder ; 
Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

By the tender human nature 

He for us did stoop to take. 

All His travail, thirst, and hunger ; 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

By the tears, whose loving kindness 
From His human eyes did break, 
When He stood by human sorrow ; 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

III. By the words, whose free forgiveness 
In the dying thief did wake 
Hope of Paradise and pardon. 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

By the love that for His Mother 
Did a last provision make, 
In her hour of desolation, 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

By the plea, that in H\s Y2lss\otv 

He did for His murdetets Va^Va, 

And prefer before His YavYvex, 

Save us for TYiy mexcxes ^aV^. 



Litany of tk£ Passion. 2: 

By the thorns, that mocking crown'd Him, 
By the bloody sweat that brake 
From His brow in bitter anguish, 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 
By His limbs, outstretch'd and wounded, 
By the cleft the spear did make. 
By the Blood, and by the Water, 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

From a heart by sin deceived. 
Bent, with froward will, to take 
Its own downward course of madness, 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 
From a soul whose death-like slumber 
Will not at Thy call awake. 
But sleep on, nor heed its danger. 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 
From foul hands and thoughts uncleanly 
That their resting-place would make 
In the souls redcem'd by Jesus, 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

In the time of tears and laughter. 
When we sleep, and when we wake. 
Rising, resting, coming, going. 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 
In the hour of our departure. 
When life's ling'ring sands do shake. 
In the grave, and rest remaining, 

Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 
In the glorious Resurrection, 
When flie dead in Christ awake. 
At the voice of the arc^iv^eV 

Save us for Thy mexda%' wStft. 



230 The Parish HymnaL 

In the dreadful day of Judgment, 
When the worlds before Thee quake. 
Plead our cause, O God our Saviour ! 
Save us for Thy mercies' sake. 

Amen. 



V. 

214 ILitans of ^z Vatidton. No. 2. 

WHEN my feet have wander'd 
From the narrow way, 
Out into the desert, 

Gone like sheep astray ; 
SoiPd and sore with travel 

Through the ways of men, 
All too weak to bear me 

Back to Thee again : 
Hear me, O my Father ! 

From Thy mercy-seat, 
Save me by the Passion 

Of the Bleeding Feet I 

When my hands, unholy 

Through some sinful deed 
Wrought in me, have freshly 
Made my Saviour's bleed : 
And I cannot lift up 

Mine to Thee in prayer. 
Tied and bound, and holden 

Back by my despair -. 
Then, my Father \ \oose \\\em, 
Break for me their bands, 
Save me by the Passion 
O/the Bleeding Hands! 
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When my thoughts, unruly, 

Dare to doubt of Thee, 
And Thy ways to question 

Deem is to be free : 
Till, through cloud and darkness, 

Wholly gone astray. 
They find no returning 

To the narrow way : 
Then, my God ! mine only 
, Trust and truth art Thou ; 
Save me by the Passion 

Of the Bleeding Brow! 

When my heart, forgetful 

Of the love that yet 
(Though by man forgotten) 

Never can forget ; 
All its best affections 

Spent on things below. 
In its sad despondings 

Knows not where to go : 
Then, my God ! mine only 

Hope and help Thou art ;. 
Save me by the Passion 

Of the Bleeding Heart! 



VI. 

S15 Uitans of ^z JS^zmm,. No. 3. 

SAVIOUR V vj\ieavcv^>asx^^''Vw^ 
Low we bovi \W ^«\of«NJi?,>KSN&^\ 

When, repeivtatvl, lo \3afc ^s^^-^ 
Scarce we \\ft owt vi^fcV^^'?. «^^ * 
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O, by all Thy pains and woe, 
Suffered once for man below, 
Bending from Thy throne on high. 
Hear our solemn Litany. 

By Thy birth and early years, 
By Thy life of want and tears, 
By Thy fasting and distress, 
In the lonely wilderness ; 
By the dread mysterious hour 
Of the subtle tempter^s power, 
Look on us with pitying eye, 

Hear our solemn Litany. 

By the sacred grief, that wept 
O'er the grave where Lazarus slept, 
By the gracious tears that flow'd 
Over Salem's loved abode ; 
By the anguish'd look that told 
Of the traitor in the fold. 
From Thy seat beyond the sky. 
Hear our solemn Litany. 

By Thine hour of crushing care. 

By Thine agony and prayer ; 

By the buflfetings and scorn. 

By Thy wounds and crown of thorn. 

By Thy cross, Thy pangs. Thy cries, 

Bjr Thy perfect sacrifice ; 

Listen to the humble cry 

Of our solemn Litany. 

By Thy deep expirmg groatv, 
By the seal'd sepulchra\ svoive. 
By Thy triumph o'er tVie ^ave. 
Thine omnipotence to save •, 
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Mighty God, ascended Lord ! 
To Thy throne in heaven restored, 
Prince and Saviour, hear the cry, 
Of our solemn Litany. 

Amen. 



VIL 

16 Ettans of V^z iigols SEttd^anist. 

FATHER, from Thy heavenly throne, 
God of gods. One God alone ! 
Hear the voices of Thine own, 

For the love of Jesus. 

Saviour, for us intercede. 

And Thy great atonement plead. 

Till the hearts of sinners bleed, 

For the love of Jesus. 

Holy Spirit, come and fill 
Each expectant heart, until 
Every pulse beats to Thy will. 

For the love of Jesus. 

Holy Father, Holy Son, 
Holy Spirit, Three in One I 
Be Thy will for ever done, 

For the love of Jesus. 



Ail-prevailing PriesX. 2k)ooNt, 
PJead Thy Sacrifvee o^\oNe, 
TiW the Father seivd xVv^X^we, 
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While Thy priests plead here below, 
In Thy Sacrifice of woe, 
More than human heart can know 
Of the love of Jesus. 

III. Those lone prayers on Olivet, 

Tears, and groans, and bloody sweat, 
Never, gracious God ! forget 

For the love of Jesus. 

In those buffetings, that scorn, 
Robe of insult meekly worn, 
And that cruel crown of thorn, 

See the love of Jesus ! 

In that piteous plaint to Thee, 
Wrung from the accursed tree, 
"Why hast Thou forsaken me?" 

Hear the love of Jesus ! 

By the strong and bitter cry 
Of His parting agony ; 
1 remember Calvary, 

For the love of Jesus. 

And Thy people's plaints and sighs. 
Let them on the incense rise, 
Of the living Sacrifice, 

Of the love of Jesus. 

IV. At Thy Table we have fed 

On the heaven-descended Breads 
And the Blood "the Vine'' hath shed. 
Through the love of Jesus. 

Gracious is the houi oi v^iMt, 
Gracious is the holy time. 



Litany of the Holy Eucharist. 

Near Thine Altar let us stay, 
Ere its pleading pass away, 
There for promised gifts to pray, 
For the love of Jesus. 

. Living fields of golden grain. 
Whitening o'er the harvest plain. 
Gather in the Gospel wain, 

For the love of Jesus. 

Thine own chosen, blest to be 
Seed of Christ's humanity ; 
Bring back to their land and Thee, 
For the love of Jesus. 

Strangers that have never known 
Who did for their sins atone, 
Teach them that they are Thine own, 
Through the love of Jesus. 

Souls that know not Love divine. 
Brows that never bore the sign 
Of His suffering, make them Thine, 
For the love of Jesus. 

Knees that never to Him knelt. 
Hearts that never for Him felt. 
Bow the one — the other melt, 
^ For the love of Jesus. 

Children, that have gone astray. 
Bring back to the " narrow way," 
Give them heart to hope and pray. 
For the love of Jesus. 

I. Own — for those 'wYio c?CKWi\.^\"awNR^ 
Through their sense oi svjy^tA'^^^ 
To pronounce tYve Sacred '^^'^^v 
Own t\ie \ove oii ^^ss^ 
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Cleanse them from the blot and stain 
Of their sin, till none remain, 
Through the Passion and the pain, 
And the love of Jesus. 

Hardened hearts in mercy break, 
Bind up broken hearts, and make 
Fainting hearts their thirst to slake 
In the love of Jesus. 

Doubting, trembling souls that fear 
Drawing Thy dread Presence near, 
Teach how they to Thee are dear, 
For the love of Jesus. 

Dull and laggard souls, that tire 
In the heavenly race, inspire 
With a fervent, fond desire 

For the love of Jesus. 

Souls half-hearted, round which twine 
Snares they cannot yet resign. 
Take and make them wholly Thine, 
For the love of Jesus. 

VII. Heal the sick, the sad assure ; 
Help the wretched to endure. 
And through suffering make them pure. 
For the love of Jesus. 

Make the Christian's parting bed. 
Calm his heart, and soothe his head. 
Help the dying, keep the dead. 
For the love of Jesus. 

Take the orphan 'neaOa.lVi'^ voSxv^, 
Make the widow's Yveaxl to «vxv^, 
Comfort all the sonowm^, 

For the \ove oi ^esu^. 
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Night by night, and day by day, 
Help the trav'Ueif on his way, 
Guide in doubt, in danger stay, 
For the love of Jes;is. 

Watcher ! Who dost never sleep. 
O'er the sailor on the deep 
Kindly vigil ever keep, 

For the love of Jesus. 

From the sword be our defence, 
The night-walking pestilence. 
Fire and famine, drive them hence, 
For the love of Jesus. 

All the increase of the field. 
That it may in plenty yield. 
Shine and shower on, and shield, 
For the love of Jesus. 

Into all the fruits and flowers. 
Thou hast made so kindly ours. 
Breathe afresh their mystic powers, 
For the love of Jesus. 

Bless Thy saints I wherever they 
(Longing for the coming Day) 
Work, or wait, or watch, or pray, 
Fbr thie love of jesUs. 

Parted though awhile they be, 

Still, in Christ, one family ; 

Some with us, and some with Thee, 

Through the love of Jesus ; 

Haste the time, wVieiv m otvfc ^•a.c.^^ 

Through the fulness oi T\v:j ^raL^'^> 

AW shall see Thee iace X.o feLC^> ^ 

Through the \ove ^i V'sjsx'i*- 



Tbcc to worslijii! Thee adore! 
"Ilieic, "liere Luve for evermore 
To perfection dolh restore, 

The sweet love of jesu 

Father, Son, and Spirit, we— - 
Mighty One and mystic Three !— 
Songs of glory sing to Thee, 

For the love of Jesus. 

Alleluia ! God indeed ; 
Alleluia \ Priest to plead ; 
Alleluia! Dove to lead, 

To the love of Jesus ! 

Made, Redeem'd, and Saved by 1 
Throughout all eternity 
This our ceaseless song shall be, 
0! the love of Jesus! 



217 HtfattB to tfie Sacteli ^tat 



S 



ACRED Heart of Jesus, pour 

' Love on me while I adore, 
Sacred Heart! Thy love; 

Sacred Heart of Jesus, take 
Love from me for Thy dear sake, 
Lift my heatt above. 

Sacred Heart of ]csua«. swj 
Near and help me, wteivl ■p™ 
Toward Thv dweWms-'! 



Litany to the Sacred Heart. 

Sacred Heart of Jesus \ plead 
In me ; for me intercede 

At Thy throne of grace. 

Sacred Heart that beat for me 
Throughout all eternity, 

Before time began : 

Sacred Heart of Jesus ! move 
Love in me with Thy dear love, 
Heart of God in man. 

With Thy Passion and Thy pain, 
For my trifling, light and vain, 
Sacred Heart! atone. 

With Thy tenderness and truths . 
For the follies of my youth 
Sacred Heart I atone. 

With Thy cryings and Thy tearsj 
For my soft self-pleasing years 
Sacred Heart ! atone. 

With Thy prayers long nights apart. 
For my careless, prayerless heart 
Sacred Heart! atone. 

With Thy loud heart-broken cry, 
For my heartless passing by 
Sacred Heart! atone. 

With Thy Blood outpour'd for me. 
For my sins laid all on Thee 
Sacred Heart I atone. 



By the breaking oi IVvcv^ ^^^^ 
My dull heart, as Yiax^ as. ^\.oT«i^ 
Heart oi ^esvx^^X >o^^s^* 
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And when broken, back to Thine, 
Bound and healed, this heart of mine 
Heart of Jesus ! take. 

All that in Gethsemane 
Vext Thy righteous soul for me, 
Sacred Heart I forgive. 

All that ever wrung the prayer 
Were it possible to spare, 

Sacred Heart ! forgive. 

All that on the Holy Rood 
Grieved through my ingratitude^ 
Sacred Heart ! forgive^ • 

All that did their cruel worst. 
Slaked with gall Thy dying thirsty 
Sacred Heart ! forgive. 

All that ever made Thee bleed. 
Sins of thought, and word, and deed, 
Sacred Heart! forgive. 

All that ever swelled the cry 
Of Thy dying agony. 

Sacred Heart ! forgive* 

IV. To the shelter of Thy Home, 

Never more from thence to roam^ 
Sacred Heart! restore. 

To the gladness of Thy Love, 
Never more from thence to rove^ 
Sacred Heart \ le^tote. 

To the blessing oi Tlrj Peact, 
Never mor^ for me to ceas^. 
Sacred Heart \ lestox^ 



Litany to the Sacred Heart. 24) 

To the quiet of Thy Rest, 
To the foldings of Thy Breast, 
Sacred Heart! restore. 

To the sweetness of Thy Smile, 
Once enjo/d, but lost awhile, 
Sacred Heart ! restore. 

To the fulness of the Joy, 
Sin alone can e'er destroy. 

Sacred Heart I restore. 



Lord have mercy, 

Pity take 
On my soul, for 

Jesus' sake. 

Christ have mercy, 
God forgive ; 

Life Eternal ! 
In me live. 

Lord have mercy, 
Saviour, plead ; 

Holy Spirit, 
Intercede. 

Thee to trust in. 

Thee obey, 
Help me. Father, 

Day by day. 

Thee to dwell in, 
Thine to be, 

My Redeemer ! 
FiU'd with Thee 
R 



Thee to love. 

Holy Spirit, 
Heavenly Dove ! 

Thee to worship, 

Thee adore. 
Help me ever, 

Evermore. 

IX. 

8 Itfanj! fif JQope. 

LORD of mercy and of might. 
Of mankind the life and light. 
Maker, Teacher infinite, 

Jesu, hear and save ! 

Mighty Monarch, Saviour mild, 
Humbled to a mortal child. 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 
Jesu, hear and save ! 

Throned above celestial kings. 
Borne aloft on angels' wings, 
Lord of lords, and King of kings, 
Jesu, hear and save ! 

Who shall yet return from high, 
Robed in might and rcvaiesi::^, 
Hear us, help us, wheTv vie tv^, 
Jesu, hear and save \ 



Litany for those at Sea. 243 

X. 

19 ILitanj} for tfioj^r at Sea* 

ETERNAL Father, strong to save, 
Whose will controls the restless wave ; 
By Whom the ocean, broad and deep, 
Its own appointed bounds doth keep. 
O hear us, when we cry to Thee, 
For those in peril on the sea. 

O Saviour ! Whose Almighty Word 
The winds and waves submissive heard, 
Who walkedst on the foaming deep, 
And calm amid the storm didst sleep : 

O hear us, when we cry to Thee, 

For those in peril on the sea. 

O Holy Spirit, Who didst brood 
Upon the chaos dark and rude, 
Making its angry tumult cease. 
Giving, for wild confusion, peace. 

O hear us, when we cry to Thee, 

For those in peril on the sea. 

O Trinity of lov« and poWr, 
Shield of the weak in danger's hour. 
From rock and tempest, fire and foe. 
Protect Thine own where'er they go. 
While evermore shall rise to Thee 
Glad hymns of praise from land and sea. 

Amen. 
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XL 

220 Mi^twcz^ Btmixu. 

MY sin, my sin, O God, my sin, 
Lies heavy on this heart within ; 
All through the dreary live-long day, 
Wearing my aimless life away, 
All through the weary watch of night 
Tossing my bed till morning's light, 
It lays its heavy load on me, 

Miserere, Domine! 

My sin, my sin, O God, my sin. 
Where does its sad account begin? 
Far off in early wasted years 
I see it through these dimning tears ; 
Hence my whole life its clouds attend 
With darkening shadow ; where the end 
Of all this shade and gloom for me? 
Miserere, Domine! 

My sin, my sin, O God, my sin. 
What dan Thy peace and pardon win? 
What shall blot out the scarlet stain 
That doth upon my soul remain ? 
Who will in me for mercy plead, 
For me with justice intercede, 
Break these sad chains, and set me free? 
Miserere, Domine! 

My grief, my grief, O God, my grief 
Finds in Thy sorrows its relief ; 
My soul kneels dowtvV>7 TYv^ dvsxtess^ 
And, with Thee in the mY^ietTv^s^, 



Stabat Mater. 

Watching Thy long and patient fast, 
Conflict and triumph at the last, 
Finds heart to lift its voice to Thee, 
Miserere, Domine ! 

Thy pain, Thy pain, O God, Thy pain 
Is my heart's ease, Thy loss my gain ; 
Thy Love in all its depths and heights 
These forty days and forty nights, 
My soul will measure, scale, and prove. 
Until it learn, itself, to love ; 
And fix its only hope on Thee, 
Miserere, Domine ! 

Thy fast. Thy fast, O God, Thy fast 
Shall thus become my feast at last; 
When — through long days and nights oi 
And deep heart-searchings — Faith and 1 
Shall take the sins they have descried, 
And lay them by Thy wounded side. 
And lift their voice, and cry to Thee, 
Miserere, Domine ! 



221 <S)taiat §eiz\xt. 

STOOD the mournful mother weep: 
By the Cross her vigil keeping, 
While her Jesus hung thereon : 
Through her heart, in sorrow moaning 
With Him grieving, for Him groaning 
Through that heail tl\e ^-TJOt^VyaiJ^. 

O how sad and sote-^\s\x^'&^^ 

Was she — the €oT-evei >c\^^^^^> 

Mother o! the \3tidt^e^^ 
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She — who wept, and moum*d and trembled 
When she saw such pains assembled 
Round about the Holy Child. 

Who that sees Christ's Mother bending 
'Neath His load of sorrow, rending 

Her sad soul in woe so deep ; 
Who that sees that pious Mother 
With Him weeping, could do other 

Than, himself afflicted, weep. 

For the sins of each offender, 
Sinless soul, and body tender, 

Sees she 'neath the cruel rod ; 
Sees her own sweet Son, her only. 
Dying desolate, and lonely. 

Pouring out His Soul to God. 

Jesu ! Fount of Love ! Thee loving, 
And my soul Thy sorrow moving. 

Make me watch and wedp with Thee : 
As my God and Christ Thee knowing. 
Let my loving heart be glowing 

With a holy Sympathy ! 

Holy Father! let affliction 
For Thy dear Son's crucifixion 

Pierce my heart, and grant this prayer,— 
That while He for me was wounded, 
With indignities surrounded, 

I His cup of grief may share. 

Make me truly weep, and never 
From, the Crucified irve sevex, 
Long as I on earth sVvaUVvv^ \ 
By the Cross of Jesus weepVtv^, 
Vigil with His Motbet^eepiTv^, 
To my prayer this ansv^et ?>ve. 



Stabat Mater, 247 

God of Saints ! Thou King most Holy ! 
Comforter of spirits lowly, 

Fill me with my Saviour's grief ; 
That His Death devoutly bearing, 
And His bitter Passion sharing, 

I may bring Him some relief. 

Make me with His stripes be stricken. 
With the Cross my spirit quicken, 

For the love of Christ I pray ; 
That, with love inflam'd, attended, 
I by love may be defended. 

In the awful Judgment Day. 

Let me by the Cross be guarded, 

By Christ's death from danger warded, 

Led by grace that never dies ; 
When my mortal body, dying. 
In the quiet grave is lying. 
Take my soul to Paradise : 
To adore 
Thee, my God, for evermore ! 

Amen. 

222 ilgome iSbentng i^smn* 

SWEET evening star ! whose dewy blessings fall 
Grateful and fresh upon the hearts of all ; 
Sweet evening star, due watch we keep, 
With thee to smile, with thee to weep ; 
With thee, with thee, with thee ! 

Dear light of home ! dearer than evening star, 

In thine own orbit lovelier by far, 
Dear light of home I what joys more sweet 
Than from fond hearts around us tcv^^V 
In thee, in thee, in thee'^ 



mm 



24S The Parish HytnnaL 

Civer of all ! both evening star, and home, 
And mercies countless, through Thy blessing 
Giver of all, make them to raise 
Each heart into a life of praise 
To Thee, to Thee, to Thee. 

Amen. 



fI29ten presenting ^Im0 or ®&Iatto 



o 



N Thine Altar laid, we leave them, 
Christ present them, God receive the 



dTor tfie ffljoir. 

{Before Service^ 

AITHENE'ER we praise or pray, 
^ '' (To our professicm true) 
Lord, grant that all we sing or say. 
We may believe and do. 



{After Service,) 

OUR worship. Lord, although it be 
Unworthy of Thy House and The< 
Yet O accept ; and daily make 
More perfect for our Saviour's sake. 

rUK Lord, Who blest l\ve bie^.ei ^tv6.^ 
Bless these His gracious ^\its, ^iv 
LTs grateful, for His mercys sate. 



Grace, 249 



(State after iSteate. 

]70R all Thy mercies, and the happy days 

Of their enjoyment, Lord ! Thy Name we praise. 



M 



9l]E;ptratton« 

Y Father ! with Thy Spirit make 
My spirit pure, for Jesus' sake. 

Amen. 



iEptpfians l^smn* 

" QON of David !" Infant-Royal ! 
O Kings to Thee their tribute bring 
(Gifts of " gold " from far Arabia), 
Owning Thee of kings the King. 

" Son of God !" the Son Eternal ! 

At Thy feet the nations fall ; 
Thee with " frankincense " adoring, 

God of Gods ! and Lord of all ! 

" Son of Man !" in Thee believing, 

Sacrifice from sin to save ! 
" Myrrh '^ Thy fellow-mortals offer, 

To prepare Thee for the grave. 

Once, in one calWdi^X. qyCc^ ^ 
All the CViUTcYv oi Oo^iL ^e^^^x^^N 

Oi one land, aivd oi oxv^X-axv^^*^^-* 
Were the peopVe oi >^e; V^^^^- 
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Now, on every Christian dwel 
That doth in His Name del 

Qoud of smoke, and fiery pill 
Leads by day, and rests by 

Now, where'er God's Church \ 
Love doth shade, and Trutl 

Over all His glorious presence 
Daily her defence divine. 

Shadow from the heat in day- 
Covert from the storm and 

An eternal place of refuge 
Ever doth Thy Church rem 

Alleluia ! Father faithful ! 

Alleluia ! Saviour blest ! 
Alleluia ! Spirit Holy ! 

God in Christ made manife: 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 

Hymn 

'EW more years shall roll 177 

Abide with me, fast falls the eventide .... 8 

aise to Thee, my God, this night a 

ia ! sweetest anthem S4 

ia ! Alleluia ! 127 

idst Thou fast, and may we feast ? 105 

er year hath fled, renew . . , .78 

d the throne, in circling band 44 

d the youthful soldiers 183 

ou weary, art thou languid ? 106 

vs depart before the sun 150 

;h gladness men of old .... ' • • 79 

d's holy table 204 

:, my soul, and with the sun . . ^ . . . x 

Df Bethlehem, Thy manger .113 

th us, Saviour, on this happy day . . . . . 188 
of the World, in mercy broken . '159 

of Christ 1 through Him contending . . .17a 

ife is here our i>ortion 52 

is the Foundation aoo 

is made the sure Foundation 49 

is risen. Alleluia ! 126 

( Whose glory fills the skies 7 

laiL dost Thou see them ? 104 

and deck the grave with flowers 123 

Holy Ghost, our souls inspire 193 

ye children of the Lord . . . . . . zz2 

ye faithful, raise the anthem 149 

I Him with many crowns 144 

'd with thorns, array'd in purple X17 

Body of my Lord 207 

^ame of Life and Light and Love 97 

below is teeming ........ 197 

d Father, strong to save at.<\ 

il Majesn^ and Might ^, 

, Grom Thy heavenly throne ...•-* '*"\^ 

^'et not cast away * ' \ 
e battle rages ....**' 
e good fight . . 
^s and forty nifthts . - • * * 



lifies- 
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Hymn 

Jesus lives ! no longer now 139 

Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 143 

Labouring, and heavy-laden 310 

Lay the precious body 190 

Lead, kindly Lig;htl 6 

Let sdl the Creation . . . ; 37 

Life through Thy death tl8 

Life's dread battle over 141 

Lift up your heads, ye gates of heav'n 143 

Light and Love in mazes moving 164 

Light of the world 1 we hail Thee 88 

Lo He comes, Whom every nation 64 

Lo 1 He comes with clouds descending 67 

Lord ! correct me, but Mrith judgment 140 

Lord ! my portion Thou shalt be 171 

** Lord ! if Thou wilt "—the sick man cries . . -173 

Lord, I'm oppress'd ; O undertake 98 

Lord, in these days of humblest prayer 99 

Lord, exceeding sorrowful zso 

Lord t to whom except to Thee 135 

Lord, to Thy holy temple 178 

Lord I in all we oflFer Thee 167 

Lord, in this Thy mercy's day zo3 

Lord ! my heart s desire 83 

Lord of mercy and of might , . . sio 

Lord of the living harvest * . 193 

Lord, when at Thy Holy Table 305 

Loved by God the Father z8t 

Love in all its depth and height 48 

Love my Song ! Divine and fair ! z66 

Low at Thv feet I lie Z03 

My flesh shall rest in hope ^55 

My froMrard heart, my wayward will 150 

My God, my Father, while I stray 34 

My head is low, my heart is sad Z84 

My Love is like a Rose 303 

My Saviour t how my soul admires 83 

My sins have taken such an hold on me 313 

My sin, my sin, O God, my sin 330 

My sins, my sins, my Saviour 1 zoo 

Nearer, my God, to Thee z6 

New every morning is the love -x 

Now the day is hasting on 60 

Now, my soul, thy voice upraising zz6 

O Day of rest and gladness 9z 

O Fire of God I O Comforter Z46 

O Food ! the pilgrim needeth 303 

O happy saints I who dwell in light 36 

CD Holy Sabbath Day ! ^^ 



how shall we receive Thee 



^ 



Index of First Lh. 



Ojc'iu: cvcrpr^5enl 

O Jmu I Thou an staDdinE 

OLovel WhowUlulmloiKai 

O Love, divine uid ECitden 

O Love Divine ! bo» jweet Thou »r 

O Love, how dcfip, how bnad, how 

O Paiadiie: O Puadissl . 

O Saviour 1 Thou this day didil ma 
(J Ihal Thy chuich were llinr, Lord 
O who like Th«, u caJm, so bright 
O worship the KW - 
Gbject of my fitsi desire 1 . 
O'er ihe diiUnt mounuins brealunt 
Cfthe Father tole-begotlcD 

Oaward ! onifwdl ever on 
Onr hlc« Rnleemer, era He breathi 
Our Saviour deat 

iMerim* of Christ, ores* on, press oe 
I'lly on ui, HuvenV Father . 
PIttuant ate Thy courts above . 
liaise, my uul, the Kins of Huv'n 
fiaite Ihe Ldrd, Hii t«B\.a show 
Praise the Lord, ye heavens adore H 
Praise the Lord, ye heavens above 
Pmise, O praise ou '■ " ■ — 
I-iaisc to God, imti 



.e Holi' 



ulick of'A^M ?° left"^*™ 
Sacfed Mean ol Jesus 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, pour 

S.iviour, for Thy people homele 

sliadow of a mighty Rock . 
Sinful sighing 10 he hlesl . 
Siiig Alleluia fonh in duteous pi 
Siiig to Ihe Lord a joyful song 
Sii.g to the Ijjrd Of Bounty 



n of my soul. I'hou siaviour deai 
eel evening star I whoK de"™ 
!*"-«( IJ IViy mercy, Lord - 

'^TLtft «i »■'>,>. - 1.r.d< ■,« #»Te Wl 



Index of First Lines. 
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Teach me to do the thing that pleaseth Thee 

The Church's one foundation 

The Church has waited long 

The journey done ...» 

The Son of God go«9 forth to war 

The strain upraise .... 

The sun is sinking fast . . 

The Voice that breathed o'er Eden . 

The world may in its wealth delight . 

The world's rude tempest rages 

Thee we adore, O hidden Saviour 1 Thee 

Though Thou slay me, I can trust . 

Three in One I and One in Three 

Through all the chang^g scenes of life 

Through the day Thy love has guarded 

Tis midnight, on the sleeping world is breaking 

To Christ, the Lord .... 

To Thee, O dear, dfcar Saviour . . 

Trim the Isunp, its light is fading 

Weary and sad, a wanderer from Thee 

We do not, Lord, presume 

When I had wander'd from His fold . 

When in the busy crowd of life . 

When my feet have wander'd^ 

When our heads are bow'd with woe 

Who of men hath skill to reckon 

Why my soi^l so sad and fearful . 

With one consent let all the earth 

Worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness 

Ye boundless realms above^ 

Ye saints, in blest communion . 

Your harps, ye trembling saints • 
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